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// re He wears the 


cleanest shirts in town 


Ce 


| \<. his “Missus” swears by TIDE! 
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Ale wears the cleanest shirts in town 
There isn't any doubt = ~ 

That all his shirts are woshed with Tide 

all his shirts 4 id's out / 

7 


Cause when Tide's in..: 






CLEANER CLOTHES! Take those clothes you’ve been 
washing with soap, and do them with Tide—you’ll hang 
out a CLEANER wash! NO soap will get out so much 
dirt, yet leave clothes so free from dulling soap film! 
There’s nothing like Tide. 


WHITER, BRIGHTER CLOTHES! Laboratory tests prove 
Tide gets clothes cleaner and whiter than any soap in 
hardest water. And, after just one Tide wash, soap-dulled 
colors come brighter! See the proof in your husband’s 
cleaner, whiter shirts . . . in your own bright wash prints. 


NEW MILDNESS FOR HANDS! Tough on dirt, but easy 
on hands—that’s Tide! NO washday soap made is kinder 
to hands! NO washday soap gets clothes so clean as Tide, 
Get Tide—and have the cleanest wash in town. 








P.S. Thrifty! Tide can save at least 
25% on your soap bills! 
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Ln sorry,” I told the woman from 
Europe, who asked me to go to the Art 
Gallery, “Il haven’t time.” 

She shook her head slowly. 

“You Canadians have such a 
derful life,” she said, softly, ‘and no 
time to live it.” 

I began thinking about people. Rush- 
ing and pushing themselves, and moving 
through all the lovely days and months 
and years at a constantly accelerating 
tempo. 

Husbands—dashing to work, tearing 
home, finding wives waiting to rush them 
out again. Women—never stopping for 
breath. Children—too busy with 
ganized” activities to lie in the grass 
and dream. 

“We got him a dog,” one mother said, 
plaintively, “and he just didn’t have 
time to take care of it. So we sent it 
back.” 

“We've stopped going to the library,’ 
another reported. “‘Nobody 
for books.” 

“It’s the age of tension diseases,” my 
doctor explained. “People are tracking 
up under pressures too great for the 
human system.” 

I put on my coat and went out. It 
was warm and lazy. The 
growing slowly and gardens were push- 
ing. wp, in their own good time, and the 
sun’s. 

I was thinking of a note a young wife 
had written for her husband, when she 
learned that she was ill and would not 
recover. 

He opened it, that day of sudden 
awareness that all the dearness of her 
being was gone from him forever. 

There were just four words. 

Remember them with me, will you? 

“So short,” it said. 


Q 


won- 


“ 
or- 


has time 


grass was 


‘ 
“So sweet.” 










Food, Fashions and Fun 

If there isn’t an old proverb about 
Great Hostesses being Born . . . in 
their own Kitchens, there ought to be. 

But the homebody of everybody's 
town who gets top marks for party- 
giving and making people happy, has 
learned to master her cooking mechanics 
and put them in their proper perspec- 
tive just off-stage. 

She prepares, with imagination, all 
things from invitations to ash trays. 
And then relaxes and has a wonderful 
time as her own guest. 

Ideas for all this and heavenly hints, 
too, on new food, Canadian table set- 
tings and the nicest clothes to wear (in 
spite of the straitest-laced budgets) 
flower dramatically in this May Hostess 
issue. Credit the combined operations 
of Institute Director Marie Holmes and 
Fashion Editor Rosemary Boxer, who 
co-operated so imaginatively on your 
behalf . Seven pages of it, starting 
on 25. 


A. Kitchen for Milady 

We've never known a really successful 
wife and mother who didn’t dedicate 
a good part of her heart and intelligence 
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CENTRE 


And 


this 


to the pots-and-pans department 


Alexander comes under 

heading on every count. 
For many years now 

Governor-General and 


Countess 


former 
have 


the 
wife 


his 





been away from their homes in England 
and in Ireland. As this was written 
they had yet to find a house near Earl 
Alexander’s new work as Minister of 


Defense in the British Government. 
Countess Alexander has very little 
household kit, and nothing of the 


type she has seen during those won- 
drous years in Canada. 

So it seems quite logical that when 
she was asked what she would like as 
a memento of her years in this country, 
from Canadian women, she should say 
as you know, equipment for a kitchen. 


The idea seems much more practical 
than, say, the purchase of a diamond 
bracelet, a mink coat or precious jeweled 
earrings—gifts to other First Ladies 
returning to Britain. And we 
that women everywhere in this country, 


believe 


who are sending anything from twenty- 
five cents and up, to their provincial 
Government Houses as contributions, 
will enjoy the 
Alexanders will appreciate receiving. 

Her Excellency has always done a 
great deal of cooking and housekeeping, 
especially during the war when she ran 
her small house, before and after hours 
of daily work among displaced children 
in Britain’s bombed-out areas. 


giving as much as the 


Centrepiece 
Your hostess says— 
“The pastry’s light” 
And nothing could be truer 
Except—with every extra bite— 
The less-than-lighter you are. 


Taboos 
Perhaps females of the Victorian era, 
for all their storied stufliness, had a few 


Continued on page 96 
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The 
“BOTTLE BACILLUS” 
(Pityrosporum ovale) 


§ iremng flakes and scales on 
coat shoulder—especially if 
they persist—may be symptoms 
of dandruff and the millions of 
germs that go with it. 


Don't delay or experiment with 
untested methods. Get started 
at once with Listerine Antiseptic 
and massage twice-a-day and keep 
it up. This is the tested way that 
has helped so many .. . may help 
you. 


Listerine Antiseptic treats the 
trouble as it should be treated... 
with quick germ-killing action, 


Kills “Bottle Bacillus’ 


Listerine kills millions of germs 
associated with dandruff, includ- 
ing the “‘Bortle Bacillus’ (P. 
ovale). 

Don’t expect results ov ernight. 
You must be persistent: use the 







treatment twice a day as long as 
necessary. You will be delighted 
to see how itching is alleviated 
-.. how healthy your scalp feels! 


Remember, in clinical tests 
twice-a-day use of Listerine Anti- 
septic brought marked improve- 
ment within a month to 76% of 
dandruff sufferers. 


When You Wash Hair 


To guard against dandruff, get in 
the habit of using Listerine Anti- 
septic every time you wash your 
hair. It’s a wise precaution as well 
as a grand treatment. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company (Canada) 
Ltd., Toronto, Ontario, 


THE TESTED TREATMENT FOR DANDRUFF 








P.S. Have you tried the new Listerine Tooth Paste, the Minty 3-way Prescription for your Teeth? 


Made in Canada 








READER TAKES OVER 


“Suckers” is a Fighting Word 


Wow! 

Have just read, “Canadian Women 
Are Suckers” by Two American Wives 
in March Chatelaine. WOW! If you 
circulate among the average American 
male population watch the general exo- 
dus of eligible lads across the border! 
No wonder the divorce rate is so high 
over there. Come on, fellas, if you marry 
Canadian girls you'll get wives who will 
make you comfortable and happy.— 
Mrs. William Steele, Brockville, Ont. 


No Diaper Schools 

Most of the men in this country 
learned how to change diapers when 
they were about twelve years old and 
so don’t have to go to school to learn 


how.—G. T. Radford, White Rock, B.C. 


Bad Feeling 

I was rather surprised to see such a 
thing printed in my favorite Canadian 
magazine. It would be in much better 
taste not to stir up bad feeling with our 
good neighbor to the south.—Mrs. C. H. 
Chapman, Edmonton, Alta. 


Face Hiders! 

No wonder they hide their faces, with 
marriage and divorce in the state it is 
in in their country.—Mary Hagedorn, 


Waterloo, Ont. 


Mad Desire 

May I ask these jewels of American 
efficiency and intelligence what they do 
with their smal! children while they are 
“fulfilling their talents and capabili- 
ties?” (They say they are maidless.) 
The only reason that I can find for this 
mad desire to prove themselves man’s 
equal or better is that they have not 
sufficient intelligence or imagination to 
find this job of being a good wife and 
mother the challenge that it is.—Mrs. 
F, Whittner (with my busband’s belp), 
R.R. No. 1, Penticton, B.C. 


A Woman’s Place . .. 

As a rule I never look at your maga- 
zine, but my wife went around saying, 
“I’m sure a sucker!” until I got mad 


at her and read the thing. Here is my 
a woman’s place 


opinion of the subject 





is in the potato patch, and by heaven, 
that’s where mine is going to stay! 

It’s not that the spuds have to be 
hoed—they’ll grow anyway. It’s for 
the wife’s benefit. There’s something 
about the clear sky above, the warm 
earth underfoot and the soothing motion 
of the hoe, that lulls the nerves and 
stills the nagging tongue... I have 
seen many women hoeing many rows of 
spuds and | have yet to see one throw 
down her hoe and run to a lawyer for 
a divorce. 

Here are a few questions I’d like to 
ask the American husbands: Is your 
supper ready on the table when you get 
home, or does your wife expect you to 
take her out to dine? Can you sit down 
and read the paper after supper, or do 
you wash the dishes and change the 
baby’s. pants while your wife bons 
smoke? _ Does your pone ay Uae up? 
psychiatrist to get her nGapack? 
Does she have an aching . 


Buy her 
Don’t be a sucker, man . 


an acre of ground, a bushel of seed and 


a hoe. Then go out and have a few 
beers until suppertime and come home 
to a healthy contented wife and a good 
home-cooked meal. 

Just to prove the issue, my wife only 
reads these silly articles and goes around 
making these goofy remarks in the 
winter when there are no _ potatoes 
growing. As soon as she gets on the 
end of that hoe, she'll be okay for the 
rest of the year.—W. R. Pringle, Head- 
ingley, Man. 


Immaturity Emphasized 

Nothing in a long time quite so 
emphasizes the pathetic immaturity of 
the female of the U.S. A. as your recent 
anonymous article, “Canadian Women 
Are Suckers.’-—Grace Davidson, Vic- 


toria, B.C. 


Intolerable 

After reading the article I’m wonder- 
ing why we have to tolerate this type 
of article in a Canadian (?) magazine? 


—Mrs. L. A. Pecker, Port Credit, Ont. 


We Are NOT Suckers 
We are not suckers. A comparison 
of the divorce rates in Canada and 
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So say hundreds of Canadian women who saw red at the 


observations of two American wives in March Chatelaine 


United States (in Canada 544% of 
marriages end in divorce, in the United 
States 2414% meet the same fate) 
proves this.—Isabel Fk. Mabonev, Glas- 


gow, N.S. 


Execrable Taste 

I consider your taste as editor to be 
execrable. Please cancel the unfilled 
balance of my subscription —Mrs. 
Effie Gotz, Montreal, Que. 


Fallen Star 

Your magazine has stood out as a 
sound respectable publication. With 
your March issue you have brought it 
down to the level of the Toronto Daily 
Star, and lost, I wager, a considerable 
volume of subscriptions.—Ben Kban, 
Toronto, Ont. 
—One subscription bas been canceled. 
—The Editors. 


Congratulations 

May I congratulate the two American 
Wives who wrote, “Canadian Women 
Are Suckers.”” It must have hit home 
to three quarters of Canadian women. 


—Mrs. Kk. S. Fieldon, Ont. 


Nauseating 

The surprising thing is that Chate- 
laine should have published such a 
nauseating article as advice to Cana- 
dian women—Mrs. Florence Clark, Mont- 
real, Que. 

Chatelaine published the article as opin- 
ion, not advice.—The Editors. 


Canada 1952 

I like Americans. I’m just fed up 
with the ones who want to build a little 
America everywhere they hang their 
hats. The atmosphere we live in is the 
atmosphere of Canada 1952 and that’s 
the way it should be. Canadians are 
people, doggone it, and they don’t want 
to be a carbon copy of any other nation 
on earth!—Mrs. L. H. Acheson, Aber- 
feldie Power Station, Wardner, B.C. 


American Talks Back 
I am an American woman... and 
a Canadian housewife, and the mother 


of four young Canadian citizens. ~In 
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my twelve years here I have met a 
many Canadian-born-and-bred 
housewives. It is my opinion that they 


great 


are better read, more socially inclined, 
and much more contented than my 
sisters south of the border. And I don’t 
think I ever saw more women who take 
an active part in every phase of life. 

Mrs. Constance Brennan. Charlotte- 
town, P.E.I. 


Husband Chokers 

American women are divorcees, be- 
cause you don’t give your mates a 
chance to breathe a little far from you. 
You let yourselves be a ring around 
their necks—till they get choked. You 
are along with them always—except for 
You treat them like 
a child of your own 


cats, dogs, birds. 
having none . 

You American women want to grab 
everything without giving something of 
yourself in return—and we give all we 
can, because our love comes first in out 
doing so. You sign a business paper 
when you marry—we sign a love con- 
tract when we marry 

Well, everything is-clear, you pity us 
and we pity you. So, we finally sym- 
pathize together, because we both have 
pity on each side.—Carmelle, Montreal, 


Que. 


Doormats 

American husbands and fathers are 
doormats.—Mrs.E. M., Collingwood, Ont. 
No Compromise 

These American wives, they pity us 
because we can’t decide whether we 
want to live in Victorian England or 
America 1952 . It just so happens 
we live in Canada 1952 and if they 
haven’t lived here long enough to find 
that out they haven’t lived here long 
enough to write the article they did. We 
have made no compromise—we are liv- 
ing our own lives and most of us living 
them happily.—Mrs. G. EF. Dobie, Fort 
St. Jobn, B.C. 


Letter From a Harem 

After reading (the article) | rose from 
my corner in the harem, threw out his 
eighteen other wives, tossed the baby 


Continued on page 88 
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Some Common Fallacies About 


HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE 


High blood pressure, or hypertension, is a major cause of heart disease 
in raiddle age and later years. Directly or indirectly, it claims about 10,000 


lives annually in our country. 


Yet, medical science can do much for people with high blood pressure. 
Doctors say, however, that certain false beliefs which many people have 
about this condition sometimes make treatment more difficult. By replacing 
fallacies with facts, patients are helped to develop a calm mental outlook— 
one of the most important factors in controlling hypertension. 


Listed below are some of the common fallacies about high blood pressure, 
and some medical facts which may be reassuring. 


FALLACY #1 


That an increase in blood pressure 
is always a sign of trouble. This is by 
no means true. In fact, everybody's blood 
pressure varies from time to time as a 
result of physical activity or emotional 
strain. 


Such tempora:y rises in pressure are per- 
fectly normal and are not a sign of trouble. 
However, if such rises occur frequently and 
are excessive, they may indicate a tendency 
toward hypertension. 


It is always important to have the doctor 
determine whether blood pressure is per- 
sistently higher than it should be, and to 
search for the underlying causes. 


FALLACY #2 

That nothing can be done to control 
high blood pressure. Far from it! Under 
living and working conditions specified by 
the doctor, high blood pressure may clear 
up in some cases before it has a chance to 
damage the heart and blood vessels. Or, 


the doctor may suggest other measures to 
help lower blood pressure to a safe level. 

In all cases, close and continued cooper- 
ation with the doctor is essential. This is 
why everyone—especially those who are 
middle-aged or older, those who heave a 
family history of hypertension, or those who 
are overweight—should have periodic 
health examinations, 


FALLACY #3 

That high blood pressure demands 
restriction in all activity. On the con- 
trary, many people who have this condi- 
tion continue to enjoy active, useful lives 
simply by following the doctor’s advice. 

Among measures which the doctor may 
suggest to help lower blood pressure are: 
practice moderation in every physical activi- 
ty; avoid emotional extremes; keep weight 
normal; get plenty of rest. 

By carefully observing these precautions, 
many people with high blood pressure can 
live long and nearly normal lives. 


Among the agencies that are sponsoring studies on diseases of the heart and 
circulatory system is the Life Insurance Medical Research Fund. Today 
there is real hope that the research attack will provide increasingly effective 
weapons against such conditions. 








Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
Canadian Head Office: 
Ottawa 4, Canada 

Please send me a copy of 
your booklet, 52-L, en- 
titled, ‘Your Heart.” 


Name 
Street aided taainiealtoa 
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“You can be prettier... 

° 9 P) * 99 

if youre not ‘two-faced’ ! 
says Kim Hunter 





: “Even the best make-up will only look 
el ean de per colorless and lifeless if you put one ‘face’ 


: | W on top of another,” says lovely Kim Hunter, 

- ) ir co-star of Paramount's “ANYTHING CAN 
W it } OOADL A) HAPPEN”, a Perlberg-Seaton Production. 
So, get to the bottom of yesterday’s 


s | ’ 
Cold ( ream make-up and grime; try Woodbury Cold 


Cream, with Penaten. 





y ; Ae Thanks to Penaten, the rich cleansing and 
| en a | en WO rks softening oils in Woodbury penetrate 
- deeper into pore openings than other 
the maLic creams. Look at your cleansing tissue - 
* 8 see how much more dirt you remove... feel 
your skin softer, smoother. 





a 9 i “Bright lights...night lights...they’re all 
\ Ou ] | look flattering when your skin is luminous and 


~— soft.” says Kim. Try Woodbury Cold 
VO u ¥ lov cl 1c St Cream, with Penaten, 23¢, 45¢, 78¢, $1.15. 
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(MADE IN CANADA) 
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HOW LONG SINCE 


“There are more ways of killing a cat than by choking it to death on cream,” 
as my Irish grandmother used to say. And there are more (and surer) ways of 
getting a raise than fluttering your eyelashes at The Boss and telling him about 
that dreamy black dress you'd just love to buy if you could afford it... and 


that reminds you ... What about a raise? 


Well, what about it? We offer herewith some raise recipes garnered from 
personnel directors and from smart girls who have worked out their own formula 
for increases. Like mother’s recipe for chocolate cake, there’s no pure magic 
to any of these practical hints, But remember mother’s cake had a never-fail 
reputation. So, say the experts, here is a raise recipe, tested and approved 


like mother’s cake. 


1. Do everything you have to do better than you have to do it. 

That’s the advice of the personnel director of a large Canadian insurance 
company. ‘Master your technical skills,” he urges. ‘‘And here’s a tip, get 
to know the special thing your boss is fussy about. With me, it’s spelling. | 
can’t abide a spelling error. Not long ago I hired a secretary who flaunts a 
dictionary on her desk and keeps a special reference list of difficult and 


misused words. That girl is getting the next secretarial job open.” 


2. Learn to get along with people. 


“Just old-fashioned politeness and consideration,” is the way the personnel 
manager of a public utility phrases it. “About seventy-five per cent of the 
people who leave or are fired from our firm go because they cannot get along 
with their co-workers,” she reports. 

This ability to manage people is essential for suecess on any rung of 
the business ladder. There’s the telephone receptionist who tells callers her 
boss is out to lunch in such a pleasant way that the caller is glad he’s missed 
the boss so he might talk to this charming young lady. (Apparently recep- 
tionists rate high in people-management, for three of our experts mentioned 
three different receptionists at three different firms who have this happy 
ability.) But rece ptionist or executive, it is vital that you make helpers not 


hinderers of your day-to-day contacts. 


3. Accept responsibility and take initiative without specific instruc- 
HOM... 

: recalls a department store personnel manager: “Two of our employ ees 
were being considered for a section managership in our furniture department. 
\ letter we received made our decision for us. It said: ‘May I congratulate 
you on your saleswoman, Miss Jones. We wanted a hospital bed for immediate 
delivery, but you were out of stock. Miss Jones phoned the factory, ordered 
the bed and had it sent out by special delivery that same afternoon. When 
my son came home from hospital the next day, the bed was there waiting 
for him. ” 


4 don't gossip. 


This from an office manager who has been hiring and firing women for 
the last twenty years. “I once dictated a memo to my secretary regarding 
a vacancy about to occur in the firm.” he says. “That was at mid-morning. 
When I went out to lunch, I was horrified to hear two strangers discussing 
that vacancy at the next table. My secretary had told a washroom pal who 
had told her boy friend who Was passing the information on to the man he was 
lunching with. That girl is no longer my secretary.” 
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By Beatrice-Anne Shaw. 


YOUVE HAD A RAISE? 


J.Don’t drag your personal life to work with you. 

The department store executive warns: “Recently, | saw a group of four 
salesgirls standing around one end of a counter, while the only other girl on 
duty tried to serve all the waiting customers. [| found the supervisor and 
asked her why one girl was doing all the work. And the answer I got rocked me 
to my boots. The supervisor told me that Sally's mother had won a turkey 
But Shirley, 


working, wasn’t much interested in Sally’s news. 


in a raffle and she was telling the girls about it. the girl who was 
Shirley Was obviously con- 


sidered very unsociable!—but Shirley got the next raise in that department.” 


6b .Be adaptable. 
“T have a girl in my office who is the best invoice typist we've ever had.” 
says the office manager. 
me. She looked as 
possibly do that.” she stammered. ‘I’m an invoice typist.” 


The letter she finally typed looked like a bill of lading.” 


“But the other day | asked her to type a letter for 
‘l couldn't 
And she 


I'd asked her to jump out the window. 


was right. 


1. Listen to your boss and his troubles. 

This tip comes from a girl who is doing very nicely as a legal stenographer. 
“Men like to hear themselves talk.” “T have a hunch my boss gets 
shut up pretty fast both at home and in court for he talks me numb at times. 
His pet trouble 


she says. 
his wife’s migraines. Seems she won't have coffee for 
breakfast because tea is better for her head, and he can’t start a day right 
He loves his wife, she’s 


without coffee. fine woman, an accomplished 


musician and all—but he does wish she’d make coffee in the morning. Silly? 
Maybe. But getting it 


listening doesn’t do me any harm.” 


all off his chest seems to make him feel better and 


8. Talk to your boss about your ambitions. 


talk will 


This is 


Let him know what you want from your business career. 


focus his interest on you. It will mark you as a girl with a plan 
a pearl of wisdom dropped by Joan. Joan was hired as a manicurist by a large 
beauty parlor. After a few months she approached the manager and told him 


Her idea clicked. 


The manager was grateful to the point of paying Joan’s tuition to night 


she had an idea for his next advertisement for the shop. 
school while she took a course in advertising art. That was four years ago. 
Today Joan works in the advertising department of a leading beauty supply 
house and draws exotic ads about the nail polish she used to apply. 


9. Be the right kind of Yes Woman. 


Be ready to absorb whatever work the boss tosses your way. Here's the 
“Last summer I asked a girl to take 


some supervisory duties while her immediate boss was on holiday, 


public utility executive speaking again: 
over 
she recalls. “Instead of being eager to show she could handle the job, the girl 
refused it. She said she couldn’t aecept the responsibility unless the position 


was to be a permanent one. That girl is pegged right now in her present job.” 


10. Don’t stay on a job where you feel you are not getting a fair 
wage. 


That is the advice of all the experts. Be very careful how you estimate 


the value of the job—-and your own capabilities. If you believe you're being 


exploited, get out. “We don’t want martyrs in our firm,” said one company 


executive. “Their mental attitude reflects in their work. Such people reason: 
And after all, a 


but the 


‘This is all the firm thinks I'm worth so this is all TH do.’ 
change of employment is a stimulating thing. A rut is comfortable, 
view is dull.” 
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TALKS 
ABOUT 


Clare Yohus 
YOUR DOLLARS AND GO00D SENSE 


Ooo 
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“ 
An advertising codumn for family living 
HAPPY DAY! 


mer’s almost 


For most of us, spring cleaning is over and sum- 
here. But, in 
cabinet, here are some tips for you 


case you forgot the medicine 
Since it’s impossible to 
“‘left-overs” of costly prescriptions, ask your druggist 


Always be a well stocked first aid 


generalize about discarding 
which can be kept for future use. 
kit. . . for everyday accidents 
ially oil of Wintergreen which smells like 


sure to have 
liniments, 


candy, disinfectants and any other poisons 


It’s important, too, to place iodine, espec- 
on a high shelf out of reach of children. While your cabinet is ready for emergencies, 
it should never be the cause of one! 


ARE YOU LIKE the last rose of 

left blooming alone while the neigh- 
boursareon vacation. THECANADIAN 
BANK OF COMMERCE has an answet 


WHEREVER YOU GO women are 
about MIL-KO so 


if you haven’t adopted 


summer 


talking 


this easy, wonderful 


for you. Why not open a savings account he ce Cu yom milk 
for your next vacation? Figure out where ills in half ee. the 
: time MIL-KO is 


Phen, de- 
can afford to put 
These 


small, regular deposits do the trick. You'll 


you want to go and the cost. : 
powdered skim milk 
much you 


cide how 


so in a jiffy you can 





away each pay day and stick to it. 
mix up any quantity of 


milk for 


It’s grand for all 


fine, nourishing skim baking, 


be surprised how quickly they mount up 
cooking or drinking. 
once 


and how easy it is to save 
the habit. Pay a visit to your nearest 
branch of THE CANADIAN BANK OF 
COMMERCE and start putting sunshine 


And when your planning 


you get 


recipes needing milk and for enriching 


soups and sauces. What’s more, a one 
pound package makes four quarts of milk 
The important 
Minerals, 


min B Complex, 


Calcium and othe 
Riboflavin and Vita- 


so necessary for 


down on paper 
; Proteins, 
3 “-_ pays off in pleasure, 
ESR. = be a wise traveller. 
WY > Carry funds the 


way... 







sound 
bones and good teeth, are all retained 


(the 


safe 
in Travellers’ fat is removed). No running short 
‘ 


Cheques. They are Of milk with MIL-KO. My children love 
obtainable at THE it and so will vours. Good tasting, good 
CANADIAN BANK for you and good food economy—your 
OF COMMERCE at small expense. first purchase will prove it. 
Don CC) 0 ce ete EO) 


dial the stitch 
you want! 


~—se<--- = 





sew without any 
attachments! 


Turn the amazing Budget-priced Lada 
new Dial-a-Stitch and Sewing Machine, 
sew any stitch you housed in exquisitely 
want . Dial and fashioned cabinets, is 
Style with the LADA, available in a _ 
world's fastest and portable unit. 


smoothest sewing ma- 
chine—precision built 


by the famous Skoda $] 99. 


Works since 1881... Complete Machine 


Standard Models available at low prices 
Guaranteed for 25 YEARS 
Expert Servicing At All Times 
Parts Available At All Times 
a ae ae es ee oe 


FREE ao handy | Continental Sewing Machine Co. Ltd. | 
- 1200 Sherbrooke St. West, Montreal, Que. 
threader and instruc- | 


| 
= | Please send me: Free Handy threader and instructive booklet. 
tive booklet. | 





Turn a Switch!... 
Make a New Stitch! 


| GER xe co wesivessuovesigesivecee { 

Sold ab Retnee fete ¢ CIID. Es on 5 0s 5c csgeidesedeccsd idpeenctantaunerdasd | 

niture and appli- Vc OE ise teredunctioakeleee . PROVINCE ....... | 

ance stores. L———-—--—-——--——-————-— ——--— ---H4 
CONTINENTAL Simplicity 

SEWING Pattern 
MACHINE a 
co. LTD. 


1200 Sherbrooke 
Street West, Montreal 

































their quality. 


expensive they're a “best buy 
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3righten your bathroom with a gaily coloured matching 
curtain set for window and shower. Tower's wonderful 
designs and colour combinations will give your bathroom a 
1752 look at a price that is tops in economy. 


And because Tower plastics are durable. 


Freshen up your home! 


Give it new glamour, new colour, with modern 
economical plastic fabrics by Tower 


RR plastic fabries—practical answer to the problem of decorating on a 
budget! Because Tower plastics are made of Koroseal vinyl resin . . . 


stvled by experts and made in Canada by Canadian workmen, you can depend on 


easily cleaned and in- 


” for freshening up every room in your home. 





Dark walls set off with bright, colourful chintz-patterned 
drapes will give your livingroom new interest. Tower plastic 
drapes come in a wide variety of decorator approved 
colours and patterns, Patented Qwikpleat Heading. 























Just imagine how bright and cheerful your kitchen can be 
with clever Dutch Characters on window curtains, table 
cloths and chair seats. Practical, inexpensive and durable— 
it's just one of Tower's specially designed kitchen patterns. 
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MADE or Kop OS LAL vin RESIN f iy ) 
annie GENERAL ‘Town LIMITED 


.*=£ Ss: 9 











Here's a wonderful way to give your bedroom a thrilling 


new decorator appearance—Tower's lovely “Elmwood” 
Pattern window drapes and moth-resistant garment bags to 


match. Other patterns available in a variety of background 
colours, 
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HOW TO FIGHT 
by DOROTHEA GOETZ THE OTHER WOMAN 





our husband is wanted by the most famous woman No mere figment of fiction, the Other Woman } 
in the world. She is blond, brunette and redhead: 


tall and short, fat and slender; young and old, : 2 ; 
eae plays a real-life role in almost every broken marriage. 





wise and foolish. Throughout history she has been 
known in every country of the world, and her name is any 
name, every name. But she’s not so much cause as effect 

She is the originator of that matrimonial geometry 
problem, the eternal triangle. Her name appears in the and too often it is the wife herself who 
cast of thousands of stories, plays, movies—and every soap 
opera. You know it well. She is The Other Woman. mee ; ' 

Maybe you have met her in person-—but if you haven't, unwittingly gives the Other Woman her chance 
don’t laugh her off as a figment of fiction, or with a shrugged, 
“Tt can’t happen to me.” It can happen to you because it 
can happen to anyone. Proof is the fact that the other 
woman is found almost as frequently in the case histories of 
marriage counselors, social workers and family courts as she 
is in song and story. 

“I don’t have exact figures on the percentage of marriages 
invaded by another woman, but she is almost invariably 
present when a marriage goes on the rock=,” a minister who 
has handled hundreds of cases in his church marriage clinic 
told m>». 

“Sometimes the other woman enters the picture when 
a wife puts more emphasis on her house than on her 
husband,” another marriage counselor declared. From his 
files he drew the case of Ann and Warren Baxter who faced 
divorce because Warren found solace with the other woman 
when Ann was always so worn out from housework that 
she neither wanted to go out nor entertain. (Ann and 
Warren Baxter are real people but as with all cases cited in 
this article, the names given them are fictitious.) 

And if you are a wife who doesn’t give her husband 
encouragement in his job or who neglects his need for 
affection, another woman is likely to find him the easiest 
of targets, according to the marriage experts with whom I 
; discussed this problem. 

Pegey Lawrence (another fictitious name for a very real 
person) learned this lesson the hard way. She was so sure 
of her husband’s love that she began to ignore him entirely 

“ when their baby was born, and her husband was deeply 
enmeshed in an affair with another woman before she was 
| H even aware of her shortcomings. 

“But sexual maladjustment is the fundamental cause of 
most marriage failures,” says a Toronto minister noted for 
his marriage counseling work, “and the one in which the 


other woman is the most obvious compensation.” 





tea “However,” adds a psychologist I talked to, “it’s not 





always glamour that the other woman boasts. Frequently 
; she is a woman with a livelier interest in what is going on 


in the world or more of a Continued on page 73 
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Tht 


MIRACLE 





A reporter found Arthur Morton and his 
helpless son in a Los Angeles bus depot. 


Photos: Los Angeles Times 


An airline flew Donny’s mother from Saskatchewan in 
time for his third operation. After that he sat up. 


OF DONNY MORTON onc 


a hundred miles to the north and east of 
Saskatoon, in a vast, bleak, bushland area 
of Saskatchewan, squats Archerwill, a village 
of some 275 inhabitants. It is like any other 
prairie town of its size that has experienced more 
hard times than good. Its houses are scattered 
and weatherbeaten. Its main street is bordered 
on one side by grocery, hardware, and dry;oods 
stores with unlovely, square false fronts; a garage 
or two, gas pumps in front of each; and some 
vacant lots crowded with farm machinery and 
used cars of many ages. On the other side are 
the CPR tracks, and towering red grain elevators. 
It is not as old as it looks, for it sprang up 
during the 1930’s. Its inhabitants, and those 
of the surrounding area, are part of a great group 
of people who were forced from their farms and 
businesses in Southern Saskatchewan by drought 
and depression. When the government, attempt- 
ing to help them, divided a great tract of northern 
bushland into homesteads, they moved in and 
became modern pioneers. Mainly Anglo-Saxon 
in origin, they have the marks of prairie folk 
generous, open-hearted, unassuming. 
Until a few months ago, scarcely more than 
a handful of people were aware that there was 
a town called Archerwill. But now the inhabit- 
ants are bewildered by the nationwide publicity 
their village has received, by the flood of letters 
that overflow the post office, and by the talk 
that Hollywood, complete with writers, klieg 
lights, and motion picture cameras, may soon 
close in on them. 
Thirteen miles from Archerwill, through the 
stony, partially broken bush, on a_poverty- 
stricken farm, lives Arthur Morton, the man who 


is responsible for the tremendous attention which 
has been focused on himself, his son, and his 
town during the past few months. For it was 
Arthur Morton who traveled thousands of miles 
against unbelievable hardships through Canada 
and the United States in desperate search of a 
miracle that would save his four-year-old son 
from a brain condition doctors had pronounced 
incurable. 


Ordeal by Blizzard 


His miracle was granted, in many strange and 
wondrous ways; and in the midst of a world 
engrossed in the atom bomb, Communism, and 
the high cost of living, thousands of human 
beings have paused momentarily to offer prayers 
and material aid for the father and son. In 
return these thousands who had a part in the 
miracle of Donny Morton have experienced a 
spiritual uplift, a strange feeling of renewal 
stirring in their hearts—a feeling too rare in the 
daily routine of living. 

On April 25, 1947, Donald Morton was born, 
third child and second son to Arthur and Ella 
Morton. Arthur Morton was always a devoted 
husband and father, but from the day Donny 
arrived he felt a special bond of emotion for 
the little boy. Family and friends soon noticed 
it. It wasn’t that he loved the rest of his family 
less, but he was instinctively drawn to Donny 
by a feeling he probably never stopped to analyze. 
And Donny rectprocated. 


From the time the baby could take notice of 


his surroundings, Daddy was his shining star. 
They were together every possible moment— 


while Arthur did the farm chores, called on a 
neighbor, or worked in the garden. 

“Donny wasn’t like other children,” Ella 
Morton will tell you. “He was always good 
—not like the other ones,” she says, eyeing them 
affectionately. ““They have real temper tantrums, 
and get into all sorts of mischief. But not Donny. 
He was always happy, and gay and patient. And 
he had a wonderful sense of humor, for such a 
little fellow. How he laughed when we played 
little jokes on him!” 

Then one day when Donny was just two, the 
Mortons noticed he was limping. They took him 
to the doctor, but, as Mr. Morton explains, 
“The limp was only noticeable right after his 
nap, and so by the time we got him to town the 
doctor couldn’t find anything.” 

Then winter closed in and the Morton farm 
was nearly isolated from the outside world. As 
the weeks went by the limp grew worse, and 
the handsome, well-built little chap began to lose 
weight. His arms and legs lost their chubby 
firmness. In the late winter his worried parents 
saw Donny reach for things, and miss them by 
inches. He couldn’t handle his toys, and he’d 
run into the furniture and knock things over. 

Then he developed a severe intestinal infec- 
tion. Deeply anxious, the Mortons could wait 
no longer. They decided they must chance a 
trip to the Rose Valley Hospital, eleven miles 
beyond Archerwill. And so one wintry night 
Arthur Morton milked the cows, did the farm 
chores and set off in the sleigh over thirteen 
miles of rough, snow-blocked roads to town. 

Ella Morton’s heart broke a little that night. 
She longed to Continued on page 66 
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This is a story of one man’s fight to save his son against heart- 


breaking odds. It is also the report of a pilgrimage so heroic as 


to make you proud of this scarcely known but truly great Canadian 
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The trouble with their marriage was that Lew was a smart 


man but not very bright. He had made up his mind that 


his wife was a pretty gil who only used her head for hats 


Sally De Witt stopped her car on 
the drive of the apartment beside the line of firs 
Lew said looked like marching monks. 

Sally saw, as she shut off the ignition, how leaden 
the winter’s sky had grown; something lifeless in 
its tone making her young body shrink inside the 
mink coat. Only the touch of the purple hatbox 
righted the moment for her, recalling as it did the 
world of shopping she had just left, a world that 
Sally loved with ardor. For nothing in all the 
unplanned leisure of her days could be more 
satisfying than the sort of afternoon she had spent 
buying hats with the girlsk—no matter what Lew 
said, and he'd say plenty if he knew. 

At the thought of Lew, Sally’s spirits shrank a 
little, much as her slender body had, under the 


mink coat; as if the thought of her husband coupled 


with the greying light drew painful comparisons to 
all things dying, like love that relentlessly turned 
to ash. 

Sally hoped as she locked the car that Lew wasn’t 
home yet. Not because of the hat, a heavenly 
dinner-thing with layers of maline two shades lighter 
than navy and a pair of Victorian roses tumbling 
down one side, she refused to leave for delivery. 
Lew wouldn’t mind the $39.50. He had a good 
salary, and a liberal father with money; for that 
matter she had her own income from a family 
inheritance. No, what Lew would mind would be 
the way she had spent her time. His feeling about 
her had turned sharply critical of late. certainly 
lacking the tolerance she showed him. 

“Good lord! Don’t tell me you’ve been wasting 


time in Thorne’s Continued on page 36 


“Look, Sally,” Lew asked critically, “how do you add up your day? Don't you ever want to do anything real?” 
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How 


I MADE 


THE MET 


Musical comic Anna 
Russell spoofs her 


own musical career 





] My mother, a determined woman. . . 











4 And got a job in Sid's Gay Nineties Ciub. 5 The customers didn’t thirst for art 








8 Developing my voice (my dentist showed me) 9 1 finally sang Brunhilde at the Met! 10 


The audience was strictly aristocratic 
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1] And the critics — Oh, who wants to sing? 
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Anna Has Everybody Laughing 


Anna Russell, the English girl from Toronto, 


shocked the music lovers at New York’s Town 


Hall, and made them love it. Now everyone's 


lining up to 


n the afternoon of Sun- 
day, January 13, 1952, 





sacrilege was committed 
in the highest temple of 
classical music on this continent, 
when New York’s Town Hall was 
invaded by a deceptively earnest 
vocalist from Toronto named Anna 
Russell. 

The ghosts of musical greats 
began rustling uneasily even as the 
One 
number was billed “For loud sing- 


programs were given out. 


Anna 
during the war, married 
artist Charles Goldhamer. 


ers with no brains; another “For 
singers with tremendous artistry 
but no voice.” Before these burlesques were 
more than nicely under way Town Hall’s founda- 
tions were rocking to the laughter of the same 
sort of people who on other occasions shout 
“Bravo!” to the very performers Anna was 
kidding. 

Masquerading as the president of the Women’s 
Musical Club introducing this week’s concert, 
Anna declared emotionally, “Deep down in every 
one of us there is a certain stagnant something 
that is dormant.” 

Her further remarks to music lovers on the 
subject of orchestral instruments turned into 
a sort of wrestling match between Anna and a 
French horn. “A friend of mine,” she panted, 
“practiced so hard on the high notes that his 
mouth disappeared entirely.” 

Making free with such handy props as a grand 
piano, a feather boa and a beribboned bonnet, 
some rope braids and a Brunhilde helmet bor- 
rowed from grand opera, Anna hurled herself 
into her “‘recital’’ with an evident and abandoned 
After 


two hours of mad and brilliant mimicry every 


determination to Give All for her public. 


long-hair in the hall was limp and the ecrities 
were just as helpless in their enthusiasm. 

“A capacity audience rocked and shouted at 
the recital of Russell,” 
reported the Herald Tribune, whose reviewer 


comic singer Anna 
called Anna “devastating” and her “mad recitals 
sheer joy.” 

“The standing-room-only sign at this habitat 
of the long-hairs is about as frequent an occur- 


rence as the birth of sextuplets,” exclaimed 


hear her — even 





came to Canada 


Canadians 


Hyman Goldberg in the Sunday 
Mirror after he found Town Hall 
Even the man from the 
New York 


marked on her “well-timed wit 


packed. 
dignified Times re- 
and buffoonery” which he found 
“the 
Anna not only performs but writes 
skits, 
ranges her own music. 

In all this the British-born Cana- 


more remarkable” because 


her own composes or ar- 


dian-by-adoption was doing exactly 
what she’s been doing around this 
(and latterly the United 
States) for a dozen years 


country 
con- 
founding highbrow audiences by inanely mim- 
icking their highbrow favorites. Her musical 
burlesques have frequently been a hit of the 
Toronto Symphony Orchestra’s Christmas Box 
concerts. Since her discovery by Town Hall 
audiences, the New York Philharmonic wants to 
sign her to perform the same favor for it in 
Manhattan next Christmas. 

Variety, the show business trade journal, has 
been checking her rocketing career across the 
U. S. from Boston’s Copley Plaza and the Flame 
Room of the Hotel Raddison. 


through to Angeles and back to 


Minneapolis 
Texas, Los 
Philadelphia, and reports that she has “stirred 
up considerable attention on basis of sock no- 
tices. Dise companies have shown interest, there 
have been several vaudeville offers and a_ bid 
from Australia for a tour.” 

Variety's prophecy has already come true. 
Anna has since completed the first of a number 
sketches for 
Columbia Masterworks (three major record com- 


of long-play recordings of her 
panies tried to sign her) which will be released 
in October. Among several TV assignments she 
has appeared on Kraft’s top-rated video show, 
and the down-under tour has been set for next 
year. 
Seasoned show people argue whether she 
reminds them most of Bea Lillie, Gracie Fields, 
Victor Borge or the Marx brothers (all four of 
them at once), but actually Anna’s madness is 
pure Russell. Certainly it spares no type of 
serious vocal performer from the groping colora- 


tura to the lady Continued on page 94 
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Whoever said you can’t get a 
man with a gun? Marilou wondered. 
And she sank back 


comfortably into Whit’s arms. 
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la tide eases 2 


= W entley lowered the news section of 


the Sunday paper and looked solemnly ad ; ad 
j 


across the breakfast table at his wife 
Barbara and his daughter Mari- ‘aoa 


lou. =~ ~ 
“The country,” Bar- ec 
bara Wentley said ( nt - 


quickly, 

Gi “is going to the 

Z 2 

(Fs dogs. 
oO “Wrong tense,” Homer said 
N sadly. “The damage is already done. 
= It’s a mess. And now that the Russians 
p have the A-bomb, don’t fool yourself into 


thinking they're going to hold off much longer.” He 

stared moodily at the headlines, which were all alarming. 

“Any day now,” he muttered, “right when we least expect it. 
And they'll hit the coast first.” 

“Here we go.” Marilou said, “‘again.” 

“Oh, well,” her mother said, “lve been expecting it for 
weeks.” She looked out the breakfast-room window at the 
vine-covered bomb-shelter in the backyard—a concrete structure 
which, fitted with shelves and a couple of freeze boxes, made 
a wonderful storage cellar. It dated from 1942, when the 
headlines had been very bad indeed. 

“Go ahead and make fun of me,’ Homer said, “but if you think 
I’m going to sit idly by and let my family go up in smoke, you 
can just think again.” He looked indignantly from his small 
blond wife to his small blond daughter, and then announced 
“I’ve been thinking.” He ignored the sounds of distress with 
which this statement was greeted. “You've both been at me 


























By HESTER 
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to retire for the last couple of years. I’m going to 

do it—I can afford to—and keep my girl friends safe at 

the same time. And the safest place to live nowadays, with 

things the way they are, would be on a farm up in the hills. 

Somewhere around here.” He waved a vague hand, narrowly 
missing the cream pitcher, which Marilou rescued. 

“We are not farmers,” Marilou protested mildly. “On a farm, 
we would be like fish out of water.” 

“Any intelligent human being,” Homer said severely, “can 
learn to do anything. I have tried to see that you learned 
everything you could possibly need to know, in any contingency. 
I did not, unfortunately, foresee the need for learning the skills 
necessary to the efficient upkeep of a subsistence farm. Although 
I should have.” He tapped the newspaper ominously. $i 
certainly should have.” 

“Well.” Marilou said, knowing her father, “I learned to cook, 
and type, and shoot, and ride a horse—so I guess [| could learn 
to milk a cow and hoe a weed.” 

“Homer,” her mother said, “for twenty years you have talked 
of preparing Marilou for Life with a capital L. Including, not 
to say stressing, the holy state of matrimony. Will you tell me 
where, in this wilderness hideout of yours, your only daughter 
is going to find a husband?” 

Homer looked slightly dashed, but Marilou came to his rescue. 
“That’s easy,” she said airily. “Since we’re going to revert to 


go husband- 


the primitive, [ll just take my trusty rifle and 
hunting.” 

“Nonsense,” Homer said. “Besides, you could marry James 
Carter tomorrow, if you wanted to, and we could take him up 
there with us. James,” he added hopefully, “is a very steady 


character.” Continued on page 44 
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Va celebrated her thirty-fifth wedding anniversary with husband George Murray, 
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at Fort St. John, B.C., in 1948, in a gown she bought in Hong Kong for $15. 


Cowboys dream of her, miners swear by 
her, politicians cuss her and everybody 
loves her. Meet Ma Murray,. salty sage 
of the Alaska Highway and only woman 


in Canada to — almost — kick a king 


EARLEADEAT SUE THE NORTHWEST 


n the foothills of the Rockies where the Peace River pours 
out of the mountains, a wizened little trapper emerged 





from his bachelor shack in response to my knock and said 
in a voice squeaky with age: 

“Yis, Ma Murray was here just a few weeks ago. She gave me a 
bottle a” rum and a massive kiss. I’m the correspondent up here 
for her paper. That’s all the pay I want, too.” 

Some sixty miles down the river at Fort St. John, B.C., where 
Ma Murray publishes her Alaska Highway News, an official for 
Canadian Pacific Airlines said, “You should have been here yesterday 
when Ma spoke at a luncheon for the company president. She had 
‘em rolling out of their seats.” 

Over at the Fort St. John telegraph office the agent’s eyes lit up 
at mention of Ma. ‘“‘She’s at her daughter Georgina’s ranch,” he 
said. Grabbing the telephone, he cranked the handle and sang out, 
“Hey, Ma, put some water in the soup. Fella coming out to see you!” 

In the taxi on the way to the ranch the driver said, “Once you 
get ‘er talking, she'll never stop. You won't get a word in sideways.” 

That's how I trailed the rebel queen of the northwest to her home 
in the prairie land of the Peace River, a 1.200-square-mile block 
that straddles the B. C. - Alberta border two hundred miles north and 
west of Edmonton. Along the way my every query brought answers in 
exclamation marks about the galvanic litthke woman of sixty-four who 
has become a legend in her own time. 

| heard how Ma Murray left home at nineteen, a moonstruck girl 
from Kansas who was bent on coralling a Canadian cowboy but 
married a pioneer newspaperman instead—almost by accident. 

| heard how she and her husband campaigned in the mountains 
of British Columbia with a touring car and a case of whisky to launch 
hubby George Murray’s political career; and how she helped spark 
an explosive revolt in the party which almost ended that career 
forever. 

I heard how she dodged Jap bombs in Shanghai, exchanged insults 
with hard-rock miners and almost kicked the King. I heard how 
she foisted one of the most fantastic legends of our time upon 
newspaper readers the world over— the story of “Headless Valley,” 
a “tropical paradise” in the Cana- 
dian northwest. 

I heard how she defied angry 
advertisers and subscribers to her 
Alaska Highway News when she 
changed political colors, and of 
the thtimping defeat she suffered 
at the polls. And I heard about her 
smashing comeback and the sweet 
triumph she tasted in Ottawa when, 
dripping with borrowed mink, she 





saw her husband take his seat in 
the Canadian parliament. Va wore mink in Ottawa, but 
In most of these rambunctious confessed it was borrowed. 
activities, Margaret Murray has 
been forcefully abetted and as violently defied by three other Murrays. 
There is her husband George Murray, M.P. for the Cariboo, sometime 
publisher of half a dozen newspapers and magazines and hearty friend 
to thousands across Canada. There is son Dan, who once got peeved 
at the family and started his own paper at Williams Lake, B.C.:; 
there is daughter Georgina (now Mrs. Jim Keddell) who, in Britian 
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during the war, broadcast home news to Canadian troops and sisterly 
warnings to English girls that all Canadian boys don’t own vast 
ranches on the prairies. 

I caught up with the legend herself at the Keddell ranch just 
outside Fort St. John. Ma Murray was seated in a dining-room chair, 
dandling a grandchild on her knee while driving a hard bargain with 
a halfbreed Indian about cutting hay on the ranch. She talked like 
the taxi driver said, the rapid-fire conversation animating her small 
pink face. Snapping blue eyes behind shell-rimmed glasses gave her 
a lively birdlike appearance, accentuated by a careless shock of white 
hair that topped her off at five-feet-five. 

Ma Murray turned to me and, 
scarcely taking time out to say 
hello, launched into a nonstop 
story of the Peace River—‘‘this 
inland empire,” its history, geog- 
raphy, coal, oil and timber, its 
pioneering spirit . . . all told with 
a gleeful slaughter of the Queen’s 
English just for the joy of the kill. 
Occasional bursts of indignation 
over governmental neglect of the 





Peace River sent her off on volleys 
Editor Murray checks makeup of barrackroom invective that made 
of her Alaska Highway News, big Jim Keddell, her ex-sergeant- 
second paper she’s launched. major son - in - law, stop in his 

tracks. All attempts by daughter 
Georgina to tone her mother down were futile. 

Ma can go through a day’s work that would exhaust a person half 
her age. The morning after I met her at the ranch, she was up with 
the dawn and off on her news beat. She climbed into her little 
English car and churned off in a small dust-cloud along the Alaska 
Highway. She turned into the Marie Wilson farm where she inter- 
viewed some oil workers drilling a well in an alfalfa field. She 
stopped at the Wilson farmhouse where she heard about a new 
variety of sweet clover and black stem rust on the alfalfa, and came 
away loaded with six cabbages, a sample of the diseased grain and 
a handful of the new clover. She crossed the magnificent Peace 
River bridge and pulled into Joe’s Place to have a cup of coffee and 
pick up a giant-size potato Joe had been saving for her. 

Back at St. John, Ma kicked her way through the door of the 
Alaska Highway News, arms hugging her haul of cabbages, alfalfa, 
clover and the largest potaio the Peace ever saw. Seating herself 
at a typewriter she banged out half a dozen news stories on oil and 
crops and an editorial about noisy juveniles, 

That afternoon she bustled up and down the board walk of Fort 
St. John, covering the police beat, hotels, courts and stores, a brisk 
and colorful figure in her long wool dress and red blazer. After 
supper there was a hospital campaign meeting. The end result, a day 
later, was another edition of Ma Murray’s salty, eight-page weekly, 
written in the same earthy take-it-or-leave-it language she talks. 

Ma calls Fort St. John “this little burg” and oldtimers “old crocks.”’ 
When the Government sent her a list of persons missing in the 
north country, she began her story “Lost in the shuffle of life are 
several persons E 

Her Alaska Highway News carries Paul Bunyan-like reports that 
“Rabbits are eating up telephone poles along the highway” (Ma 
means the bunnies are nibbling at the creosote) to folksy reminis- 
cences of her own career. Recalling her success as a spieler at the 
Canadian National Exhibition one year, she declared: “You may 
be sure the Ontario yokels got an earful when they came around the 
B. C. booth.” And she occasionally harks back to her girlhood 
days in Kansas. 

There she was born Margaret Lally and at thirteen, with only 
a grade three education, went to work for a saddlery firm. An 
enterprising as well as a romantic young lady, she slipped notes into 
the saddles she shipped and started receiving letters from lonesome 
cowboys all over Alberta. Some of the replies contained proposals, 
so deciding “to go out and marry Continued on page 78 
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Harry Fillion 


Reporter Murray bé 












He squatted gingerly on a clump of coral and studied 


his wife. She must look bigger because [’'m in a fishbowl, 


he thought. I couldn’t have married a woman like that. 













































Illustrated by Hilbert 
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rAR. KESSINGER 


BY JULIE PRISE 


When Hilary Kessinger found himself in the fishbowl, he thought 
at first it must be some kind of queer floating nightmare. But it was too real for a 
nightmare. He could feel the moss slithering against his ankles, and feel the prick of 
the shells between his toes. To verify the growing conviction that he, Hilary Kessinger, 
was in the fishbowl, he pinched himself through the sleeve of his red-and-white-striped 
pyjamas. It hurt. So did his elbow when he banged it against the stone wall of the 
castle. 

He wriggled free of the castle, scraping his thigh on the clump of coral, and gliding 
with astonishing ease to the side of the bowl, flattened his nose against the glass. 
What he saw made him feel that crushed ice swirled through his veins. 

There in the dinette was his wife, Ruth, her face shiny with hormone cream, her 
hair done up into little wads with bobby pins, her robe flapping about her. And she 
was pouring coffee for the goldfish who sat with the morning paper propped before it, 
absently lifting a spoonful of oatmeal to its mouth. 

“Ruth,” Hilary shouted. But he made only a faint gurgle and a spurt of bubbles 
rushed to the top. “Kitten. Look,” he yelled. ‘For Pete’s sake, look. That’s the 
goldfish at the table. I’m here in the fishbowl.” 

Ruth yawned, lapped her robe over at the front, and oozed her ample hips into 
place at the table. “Let me have the funnies,” she said. And the goldfish shook out 
the paper and handed her the funnies. 

Hilary squeezed his eves shut and addressed himself firmly. “What is your 
name?” he asked. 

“Hilary Kessinger.” 
“How old are you, Hilary?”’ he asked smoothly, trying not to let himself know he 
was laying a trap. 

“Forty-one next March.” 

“Umhum . . . and your wife’s age—I presume you have a wife?” 

“Yes; Ruth. She says she’s thirty-two.” 

“Umhum. Have you been worrying about anything lately, Hilary? Had something 
on your mind?” 


“No. Well—maybe. The promotion at the Continued on page 59 


Phe hilarious story of Hilary K., who woke 
* ene morning in a goldfish bowl. You'll 
be surprised at what he saw 


from where he sat 
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THE ROOM BELOW has one basic fault: it was never planned, it 
just grew in a clutter. The sofa and matching chairs were 
purchased together; everything else came one upon the other 

. . knickknack on pattern on color. The people who live in this 
room may never stop to look at it; but it 's unlikely that they are 
content in it because it has little rhyme, reason or harmony. 





THE ROOM ABOVE has a pleasing, natural simplicity and harmony, 
because it was planned that way — yet it is the same room with 
but minor alterations and (except for one or two pieces) the 
same furniture. A color scheme based on nature (see article) 
has been substituted for clash and clutter. For deta‘ls of re- 
decoration and rearrangement of furniture, see chart on page 77. 
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Lesson 1: Guide to Color, Walls and Floors . . . Chatelaine’s 


COURSE IN 
HOME 
DECORATING 


By CATHERINE FRASER 


Chatelaine Home Decorating Consultant 


NJo one can decorate your house as well as 
“ you can. 

No good interior decorator tells you what he 
likes: the professional expert first finds out what 
you like. By discovering what are your favorite 
colors, your family’s likes and dislikes in every- 
thing from sports to draperies, and how much 
you can afford to spend . . . he begins to find 
out how to decorate your house to your taste. 

But all these things you know so well you 
don’t even have to think about them. Right 
there you have a head start toward doing a better 
job of decorating your own home than any 
“expert.” 

“But where do I begin?” many women exclaim. 
“T haven't a clue!” 

In this and six following issues Chatelaine is 
going to provide you with those clues simple 
clues, yet vital ones. 

We believe you can cook your family’s favorite 
meal better than anyone else, because you know 
their tastes: and for the same reason we believe 
that with an equivalent amount of knowledge 
about home decorating you can make your house 
more charming for your way of life than can 
anyone else. 


To help you give your home 


The sort of knowledge involved here begins 
with an understanding of the basic ingredients 
of any attractive room—-such as the colors and 
materials with which wall and floor areas and 
furniture can be treated, and how to combine 
them. For instance, look at the two rooms on 
the opposite page. Don’t you react strongly for 
one and against the other? I suggest this depends 
not only on your personal taste but also on how 
that taste has been influenced by what you've 
already learned. You'll see some of the reasons 
for the strikingly different effect of what is 
essentially the same room in the descriptions 
under the pictures. The redecoration of the 
bottom room to become the top room is discussed 
later on in this article. 

You can also compare home decorating and 
home cooking in other ways. Most housekeepers 
are concerned not with banquets but with three 
meals a day; not with “redoing” the whole 
house, but at the most a whole room. And even 
this is likely to be done in gradual stages—new 
draperies now, a new paint job next month, a 
new sofa next year. But it is important to add 
these “basic ingredients” according to funda- 
mental rules, so that they combine for most 


more charm, more beauty — to 


make it a more useful and harmonious place to live — Chate- 


laine begins a Course in Home Decorating by an outstanding 


authority. You will want to read, study and save all seven lessons 
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PLAY THE “COLOR JIGSAW”’ GAME, a fascinat- 
ing and practical way to plan your color 
schemes. Clip color patches from magazines, 
etc., whenever you see a color you think you'll 
like for your room, and clip them in proportions 
shown above. Then when you start trying them 
out together (below), each color area will lend 
its proper weight to the combination. Lesson 1 
suggests how to file ideas like this in a Home 


Decorating Guidebook you can make yourself. 
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Checklist for floors: nine basic treatments 





Hardwood (left) in old style high yellow finish 
can be toned down with dye-wax. Softwood (centre) 
can be scraped then worked up. If too far gone, 


paint it rug color, or colorful splatter finish. 


Tricks to camouflage awkward dimensions 





“Raise” ceiling by using a patterned paper with 


vertical lines. “Lower ceiling by using a 
darker color, continuing it three inches down 


wall. Waist-high dado or panel has same effect. 


Novel finish for old softwood floor (left) is to 
paint a rug on it. Inlaid linoleum in rectangle 
design will “pull together’ large floor. Scatter 


rugs add color and warmth to a playroom floor. 





“Enlarge’’ a room by greying whatever color you 
use, and walls will recede like hills under a 
dull sky. ‘“Shrink’’ a room with large pattern or 


picture wallpapers, and/or a dado to fence it in. 


Lesson 1: Chatelaine’s Course in Home Decorating (cont.) 


pleasing effect; and for the same reason it is also 
important to have a plan before you begin the 
most gradual remodeling project. 

The most important rule of all, however, is 
this: Once you understand the fundamentals 
and have worked out your plan—stick to it. 
Don’t let any well-meaning friend or clerk talk 
you into changing this or that for something 
“vou'll really like better” but which will destroy 
your whole scheme. For, properly equipped and 
prepared, you are your own best home decorator. 

Probably one of your most helpful house- 
keeping aids is your personal cookbook. Not 
a printed one, but the bulging one into which 
you paste recipes of your mother’s, the dishes 
you have enjoyed at friends’ and the recipes 
developed by experts like the staff of Chatelaine 
Institute. Many of your favorite recipes you 
will have altered to suit the special tastes and 
preferences of your family, until they have 
become your own. 

Your personal decorating book can be even 
more valuable to you. So the very first suggestion 
in this course is to buy a scrapbook into which 
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you can put the seven articles of this series as 
they appear. 

But buy one of those big fat ones so you'll 
have room for lots of other things . . . Paint 
and wallpaper samples you can obtain from 
dealers and manufacturers. Fabric samples you 
pick up here and there while you're planning 
your decorating and want to save until you can 
buy those new draperies or slip covers. Pictures 
of furniture and rugs and floor coverings and 
dozens of other useful ideas you'll find while 
prowling through the advertising columns of this 
magazine. 

Next step organize your scrapbook, before you 
start putting things in it, according to the outline 
that this course will follow. Set aside a few 
pages for each of these three sections: 

1—Guide to Using Color. 

2—Guide to Wall and Ceiling Treatment. 

3—Guide to Floor Treatment. 

That’s enough for a start, for these are the 
topics covered in this article. Subsequent articles 
will show you how to apply this basic informa- 
tion to the individual rooms in your home, but 


Jute carpet (left) comes in many designs since 
it moved from porch to living room; can also be 
laid wall-to-wall, as with linoleum or broadloom 


(centre). Oriental rug adds pattern to floor areas. 





Which is the wider facing wall? Actually, both 
are same width: framing one pulls it in and color 
bands ‘‘stretch’’ the other. All these tricks must, 


of course, be adapted to use in individual rooms. 


you can add new sections to your scrapbook as 
they appear. 

In each of your first three sections you'll want 
to paste the applicable portion of this article, 
including appropriate pictures and charts. Into 
your color section also paste eight envelopes 
to hold the samples you collect as possible 
colors for the various color areas in your rooms. 
(See below.) 


as well as the practical usefulness of this system 


Because you'll find half the fun 


of planning your own decorating schemes, is 
being able to “play around” with all the possible 
combinations of colors and textures and patterns 
before you start. 

\s it grows your scrapbook will become your 
own home decorating “research bureau,” in 
which you will plan the alterations, large or 
small. It can also serve another very valuable 
service: It will become a storehouse of decorat- 
ing information and ideas which will be of 
tremendous assistance to you in entering Chate- 
laine’s $1,000 Home Decorating Contest, full 
details of which will be announced before the 
conclusion of this course. Continued on page 53 


Catherine Fraser believes you. can learn to be your own best home 


decorator. Next month: Decorating ideas for the small bedroom. 
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IN OLD-TIME FARM KITCHENS LIKE THIS... 


Plenty of CHICKEN and Thick, Rich CREAM inspired this Hearty Soup 


Down on the farm—where tender chicken and fresh 
sweet cream are abundant — it’s natural these wonder 
ful things should be combined in a rich, smooth soup. 
And that’s just where this delicious soup was “born” 
—in farm kitchens of long ago 


Today, in making Campbell’s Cream of Chicken 
Soup, the secret’s still the same—chicken and cream 
aplenty! That’s why folks by the millions took to it 
when it was introduced just three years ago. They 
found it rich with chicken . . . smooth with cream. They 
liked the tender pieces of chicken and the garnish 
of celery. And so they made it a family favorite. 


Serve this main-dish soup frequently to the really 
hungry at your house. Get some today! 






IT FOR YOU TODAY! 







sO CAMPBELL’S MAKE 
_..tonder places of Chicken 
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One April shower led to another... 


We bumped umbrellas, head on 
Sorry! 


Together 
we said Our eves met, and then-—the 


rain came douwy n buckets 


Thank 


wouldn't have had to run for 


For if it hadn't, we 
shelter in that 
We wouldn't have had 
a chance to talk, words tumbling over each 
other in that 


’ 
goodne 38 
funny little doorway. 


the excitement of chance 


meeting 
That 


there was another 


shower was last April. This April 
my bridal shower vester- 
day. Instead of lots of small presents, there was 
. and it held a set of the 


bride own... 


one big package . . 


most beautiful silver a can 


INTERNATIONAL 


SILVER 


International Sterling! 

At that moment, I knew that Internationa! 
Sterling would always be something more to 
me than just the finest sterling silver 
It will be a symbol of our love . 

. for always. 


evel 
made. gra- 
cious, perfect . . 
What a lovely, lucky rain-cloud that was 
and it had an International Sterling silver 
lining! 
Today, International Sterling is one of the 
greatest values your dollar can buy. Compared 
with other products, its price has risen scarcely 
at all. You can still get a 6-piece place setting 
for as little as $31.50. 
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THE CANADIAN HOSTESS 


said Institute Director Marie Holmes and Fashion Editor 
Rosemary Boxer, “and plan parties that are fun 


for everybody — including the girl who 


LOOKING THE PART for her gay buffet supper the hostess 
(right) is spring-fresh in white organdie with a flocked 
black organdie skirt. A red cummerbund adds color. 
Everything is washable. workable, action-free. Klever Klad. 
{ guest wears black organza over taffeta, with rhinestone 
sprinkled guipere lace outlining a fitted bodice. Sam Sherkin. 
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“Let's get together,” 








wears the apron.” 
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SETTING THE TABLE gives the hostess a chance to be an 
artist in arranging her china, silver and accessories. The 
buffet service, above, should allow guests to progress easily 
in line along the table, plates, flatu are, napkins and food 
placed in the order in which they will be picked up. 
Flowers and candles may be high but set well back. 
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This table’s gay enough for a party but it’s set for simple family service where the meal 
is served at the table. Flatware serving pieces are placed in front of host and hostess. 
Note use of butter spreaders, the low centrepiece, the placing of water and 


THE CANADIAN HOSTESS fruit-juice glasses. The setting’s for a two-course dinner (menu on page 30) 


THERE’S A RIGHT WAY— Where does the butter spreader go? In what order do I place the 


forks and knives? These and other tablesetting pointers can confuse the hostess 
£ | 


unless she has a practical guide to follow. For this reason, Chatelaine Institute has 
FOR EVE Pe TH E designed a basic pattern especially for you. It’s distinctly Canadian, a blend of old 
traditional customs and the modern trend toward simplicity. We’ve dispensed with 
the frills of a bygone era and emphasize only the essential rules for setting a neat and 
§ a 4 PL ge ST D : od BE Ea & comfortable table. 
Your Silver Flatware, Set all pieces in a uniform line about one inch from the edge 
of the table. Place forks at left, tines up, in order of their use from outside in toward 
plate. Knives are set at the right in order of their use from outside in, with blade side 
toward the plate. The only exception is the butter spreader which is placed straight 
across the top of the bread and butter plate, the handle to the right. 
Spoons go on the right of the knives, always in order of use from the outside in. 
Note: Never have more than three of one type of flatware on the table at one time 
(not more than 3 knives, 3 forks, 3 spoons). Should the menu require more the 
extra flatware may be brought to the table with the course, preferably the salad 


By MARIE HOLMES, Director Chatelaine Institute. or dessert. Continued on page 35 
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The square folded or the oblong folded luncheon 
napkin is placed with the open corner toward the 
guest. This way it's more convenient to pick up 
and the corner initial or pattern faces the guest. 


This place setting is suitable for informal meals. 


No trouble setting this 
little luncheon table that’s 
bright with color. Neat 


arrangement of flatware, dishes 


and glasses, with room for 
comfortable eating, are points 
worth noting. Food’s to be 
served in the kitchen. Menu 


suggestion on page 30. 


es 
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The large napkin used for formal dinners has three 
folds so only the border edge shows, with open end 
toward guest. The monogram should be in the centre, 
the napkin on service plate. Note the arrangement 


of silver flatware with maximum number of forks. 





The small luncheon napkin may be given a triangular fold 
In this case the fold is placed next to the place mat and 
in line with the silver flatware. Where there's a corner initial, 
the napkin should be placed as in sketch 1. There should 


be room on each place mat for flatware and a large piate 


Photos by Lockwood Haight: Panda. Fiowers by Art Bonnet 































This table’s pretty and dainty, 
set for the informal tea hour. 

Small teaspoons parallel cup 

handles, forks laid for hot 


pastries or cake. 








Desmond Russell 


THE CANADIAN HOSTESS 


YO U g & T T be & There’s nothing more satisfying than being the star of your own 


show, right in your own living room. And nothing grimmer than 
realizing you were the flop of the party—whether it’s just the girls 
for tea, or the office staff . . . and their wives for supper. 

y Cc g ty 3 A a 9) ed L AY You're not only chief cook and bottle washer, but stage manager 
and prop man; and you're the girl, remember, who should be taking 
curtain calls from the departing guests. 


TIME is your friend or foe—allow plenty of it, doing what chores 
T te 3 L g A B é Ry & & o L iz you can in the day or two ahead. Like seeing that the house is as 


fresh and clean as you will be. 


PLANS should include parking the children—whether it’s after 
an early meal—with a new game in their bedroom, or at some friendly 
neighbor’s, , 

CLOTHES should be simple but chic. Like the hostess straight- 
line dress in navy tweed shantung, above (Frances Kaye design). 
Guests wear (background, left) a postman blue treebark taffeta with 
white organdie cuffs (Sam Sherkin, Toronto). Right—Jacket dress 
ensemble in white and navy checked taffeta with black shiny buttons, 


BY ROSEMARY BOXER, Fashion and Beauty Editor white piqué collar, By Klever Klad. Hats by Karen Ross. 
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HOW LOVELY TO BE YOU when coffee’s done and the relaxed 
atmosphere following a good supper and a warm sense of welcome 
sets in. 

Here the hostess, secure in an extra hour spent bathing and 
making up, her pretty gown left until last-minute chores were done, 
wears luscious navy blue perma-pleated nylon with a detachable 
shoulder cape. (It can be worn many ways.) By Klever Klad. A 
guest, standing, is in layers of grey nylon net over coral red in a short 
dinner dress with matching bolero. By Sam Sherkin. The lighter 
frock (on the girl seated) is made of row on row of mauve net ruching 
stitched into a lavishly full short formal. There is a small matching 
taffeta bolero. By Klever Klad. 

The flowers are arranged casually—there are plenty of ash trays 
and cigarettes around, and the furniture, even if it had to be removed 
from favorite spots, is set for convenient cup placing and conversa- 
tion groups. 

The successful lady of the house has learned not to overhostess 
her guests. She brings out the shy ones, fills in conversational gaps, 
and sees that people know enough about each other to give them 
starters on friendship. 
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For formal dinner, white damask on the 


table, low flower arrangement, high can- 
dlelight. Individual salts and peppers and 
nut dishes and no bread and butter plates. 
Water glass above tip of dinner knife. 
Other glasses placed in diagonal line to 
the right in order of use. 
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THE “LITTLE LUNCHEON 


Quick Chowder 
Tuna-Pineapple Salad Plate 
Hot Cheese Pinwheels 
Orange-Coconut Torte 


Tea 





THE CANADIAN HOSTESS 


SERVES. PARTY-LOOKING FOOD—FOR FRIENDS OR FAMILY 


) 


ata ipes on page 3? 


THE FAMILY DINNER 


Citrus Cocktail 
Lemon Barbecued Pot Roast 
Paprika Whipped Potatoes 

Succotash 
Tossed Salad 
Green Goddess Dressing 
Crisp Hot Rolls 


Rhubarb and Pineapple Pie 















The story of Irish Linen is the story 
of the magical flax fibre. It is the 
qualities of this natural fibre that have 
enabled man to produce a fabric un- 


equalled for sheer, lasting beauty. 


Irish Linen is completely wash- 
able because the flax fibre is 
20% stronger when wet. In 
fact Irish Linen becomes more 
lustrous when washed. 
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\why \rish linen Is Unequallad as a Fabric 








Irish Linen will outlast any other 
fabric because the flax fibres are 
individually almost twice as strong as 
any other natural or synthetic fibre. 


Irish Linen is highly absorbent be- 
cause the flax fibre is hollow like a 
drinking straw and a natural reservoir 
for quantities of water. 





Irish Linen is free from lint because 
the flax fibre is smooth and long and 
leaves no short ends to break off into 
lint when woven into cloth. 


THE IRISH LINEN GUILD 


137 WELLINGTON ST W, TORONTO, CANADA 
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RAL EB ELECTRIC 
KETTLE 


What a wonderful convenience! Hot water, fast 
—even when every range element is in use — 
because your G-E Kettle has its own Hi-speed 
Calrod element immersed right in the water. It’s 


a time-saver . . . boils four cups of water in less 


i 


than three minutes! Holds four pints. Cannot 


overheat. See your G-E Dealer today. 


HERE'S WHAT MAKES 
THE G-E KETTLE 
$O FAST 


The G-E Calrod element 
is right in the water .. . 
the water gets all the 
heat therefore no 
current is wasted. 
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CANADIAN HOSTESS 








A well-planned menu and timetable leave 2 


you free from last-minute flurry and confusion 


— with your guests your only concern 


THE “LITTLE”’ 


TIME PLAN 

The day before: Make Orange-Coco- 
nut Torte. Cover loosely with waxed 
paper and store in the refrigerator over- 
night. Combine pinwheel mixture all 
but liquid (approximately 15 minutes). 
Grate cheese. Cover both of these and 
place in refrigerator. Blanch and toast 
1g cup almonds. Prepare vegetables for 
salad plate. Wash celery and water- 
cress. Wash and separate lettuce. If 
using fresh asparagus, wash and cut or 
snap off tough ends. Remove scales and 
tie stalks together. Place all vegetables 
in crisper overnight. Be sure to check 
that you have all the supplies you will 
need for the luncheon. 

The day of your luncheon: When 
the breakfast things are cleared away 
and your house is in order—not later 
than 10.30 a.m.—cook asparagus; drain 
and let cool. Prepare tuna-pineapple 
mixture and mayonnaise mixture (but 
don’t combine them yet). Make Cheese 
Pinwheels. Cover muffin tin containing 
unbaked pinwheels with waxed paper and 
place in refrigerator. Assemble ingredi- 
ents for Quick Chowder. Cook and chop 
bacon garnish. 

11 a.m.: Get out all the dishes and 
silver you will need and set your table. 

11.30 a.m.: Cover asparagus spears 
with French dressing and let stand in 
the refrigerator while you spend a lei- 
surely half-hour dressing to look your 
smartest. 

12 noon: Protect your pretty dress 
with an apron. Remove asparagus from 
French dressing and drain well. Set oven 
for 425 deg. F. and turn on. If the 
potato chips need crisping, place them 
in the oven for 3 to 5 minutes as the 
Place soup bowls and 
Put 
water on to heat in the bottom of the 
double boiler. Then, combine tuna mix- 


oven is heating. 
bacon garnish in warming oven. 


ture and mayonnaise. Arrange salads 
on plates and chill until ready to serve. 

12.30 p.m.: Put Cheese Pinwheels in 
oven to bake (12 to 15 minutes). Re- 
move baked pinwheels from muflin tins 
and keep hot in warming oven. Mean- 
while, combine ingredients for Quick 
Chowder in top of double boiler and 
put on to heat. Then put last-minute 
items on the table 
and cream for tea. Place torte, dessert 
dishes and server conveniently ready to 
take to the table. 

12.55 p.m.: Fill water glasses. Ladle 
chowder into heated bowls, garnish with 
bacon and take to table. 

1 p.m.: Luncheon is served. Put 
water on for tea when you start to 
remove salad course. 


QUICK CHOWDER 


Approximate cost — 45c 


mavonnaise, butter, 


1 (10-ounce) tin 
cream-style 
corn 


2 cups milk 
14 teaspoon 
salt 


LUNCHEON | 


1 (10-ounce) tin’ 1% teaspoon 
cream of pepper 
mushroom 
soup 


Combine all ingredients in top of 
double boiler. Heat over hot 
Ladle into heated soup bowls and gar- 
nish with chopped cooked bacon. Makes 
4 servings. 

Note: Combine and heat chowder just 
before serving. If heated for a long time 


water. 


it may curdle. 
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TUNA-PINEAPPLE SALAD PLATE 


Approximate cost — $1.19 


1 (7-ounee) tin 1 tablespoon 3 
tuna fish chopped ripe 

1 cup diced olives 
celery 4 cup 

44 cup pine- mayonnaise } 


apple cubes 14 teaspoon salt 


(fresh or Few grains 
canned ) pepper 

4 cup toasted 1 tablespoon 
almonds light cream 


Break tuna fish into large flakes with 
two forks. Add celery, pineapple cubes, 
almonds and olives, and chill mixture 
thoroughly. Combine remaining in- 
gredients; add to tuna mixture just 
before serving. Toss lightly to blend. 
Place crisp lettuce cups on individual 
plates and fill with salad mixture. Ar- 
range pineapple rings, potato chips and 
marinated asparagus each 
plate. Garnish with ripe olives and 
watercress. Pass a bowl of mayonnaise. 
Makes 4 servings. 


spears on 


Approved by Chatelaine Institute 
CHEESE PINWHEELS 
Approximate cost — 29¢ 


2 cups sifted 
bread flour 
3 teaspoons 


4 tablespoons 
shortening 
% cup milk 


baking 2/3 cup grated 

powder nippy cheese 
4 teaspoon 

salt 


Sift together flour, baking powder and 
salt into mixing bowl. Blend shorten- 
ing into dry ingredients, using pastry a 
blender or two knives, until the mixture 
is like coarse crumbs. Make a well in , 
centre and gradually add milk, stirring } 
lightly with a fork. Mix only until soft ' 
dough is formed. Turn onto lightly 
floured board and knead gently 20 
seconds. 

Gently roll out to a rectangular shape 
14 inch thick. Sprinkle grated cheese 
evenly over rectangle. Roll up like 
jellyroll. Cut in Vg inch slices. Place, 
cut-side down, in greased muflin tins. 
Bake in a hot oven (425 deg. F.) 12 to 
15 minutes. Remove from muffin tins 
at once. Yield: 12 pinwheels. 
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By PEGGY STROUD AND MARION GRAHAM, 


Chatelaine Institute 


ORANGE-COCONUT TORTE 


Approximate cost — 83c 

1 cup sifted 4 cup sugar 
cake flour 1 eggs, 

1 teaspoon separated 
baking 3 tablespoons 
powder milk 

1's teaspoon salt %4 cup sugar 

'4 cup butter or 1g cup moist 
margarine shredded 

| teaspoon coconut 
grated 


orange rind 


Line the bottoms of two 9-inch layer 
cake pans with aluminum foil, leaving 
tab ends on two sides of each pan long 
enough to overlap edges. (The tabs 
make it easy to lift baked layers from 
pans.) Grease foil and sides of pans 
lightly. Place oven rack in lowest 
position in oven. Start heating oven 
to 325 deg. F. Sift flour with baking 
powder and salt. Cream butter or 
margarine with orange rind thoroughly. 
Gradually add 4% cup sugar and cream 
until light and fluffy. Blend in egg yolks. 
Add dry ingredients alternately with the 
milk to the creamed mixture, starting 
and ending with the dry ingredients. 
Turn into prepared pans. 

Whip the egg whites until they hold 
a soft peak. Then, very gradually beat 
in the 34 cup sugar. Spread meringue 
evenly over top of unbaked batter. 
Sprinkle coconut over top of meringue. 
Bake in a slow oven (325 deg. F.) for 


about 40 minutes, or until cake is done 
and coconut is toasted a golden brown. 
Remove from oven and run spatula 
around edges of layers. Let cool in pans 
about 10 minutes. Lift layers out by 
tabs and cool on wire racks. When cold, 
run spatula between foil and bottom of 
cake. Place one layer on cake plate and 
remove foil. Spread with cold Creamy 
Orange Filling. Place the second layer 
on a plate to remove foil. Then slip on 
top of Orange Filling. Serve 8 to 10. 


Creamy Orange Filling 


1 cup sugar 2 teaspoons 
5 tablespoons butter or 
flour margarine 
1 egg, slightly 2 teaspoons 
beaten grated orange 
14 cup orange rind 
juice 14 cup whipped 
1'4 tablespoons cream 
lemon juice (optional) 


2/3 cup water 


Combine sugar and flour in top of 


double boiler. Combine beaten egg, 
orange and lemon juices, water and 
butter or margarine and add to dry 
ingredients. Cook over boiling water 
for 10 minutes stirring constantly. Chill. 
Fold in orange rind and whipped cream 
if used. Spread between torte layers. 
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Costs are based on prices effective March 
7, 1952. 


THE FAMILY DINNER 





—~ es oe 


GENERAL ELECTRI 
4 TIME PLAN 5.50: Turn on warming oven. Put | STEAM i RON 





The afternoon or night before— potatoes on in boiling water (take ; : pa 

Make lemon sauce for pot roast. Cover @pprox. 30 minutes). Measure coffee Saves time, does so many ironing and pressing jobs easier, 

and let stand in the refrigerator over- and cold water in percolator. Slice better. Steam-irons light cottons, rayons and other 
se night. Check your menu to see that butter and place on table. fabrics without dampening... steam-presses suits, skirts 
Se ee, ake a oreo: names another heavy wonens without a lth as profes 


ae 


= 





pie (approx. 45 minutes to make and 
1 hour to bake). Prepare Green Goddess 
Dressing (approx. 20 minutes). Let 
stand in refrigerator. 

In the afternoon—3.15: Brown all 
sides of pot roast. Add lemon sauce. 
Then start timing the cooking period 
(approx. 3 hours). 

3.45: Set the table. Fill salt and pepper 
shakers. 

4.15: Time for leisurely dressing. Then 
back to the kitchen and don’t forget 
an apron. Add any finishing touches to 
the rooms that your guests will be in. 

5.15: Prepare salad ingredients. Wrap 
together in waxed paper and return to 
crisper in refrigerator. Fill kettle and 
put on to boil (for potato water and 
coffee). Pare potatoes. Let stand in 
cold water. Open vegetable cans and 
juice can. 
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brown paper bag in warming oven. Slice 
lemons for pot roast garnish—place dots 
of a tart red jelly in centre of each slice. 

6.10: Put corn and Lima beans on to 
warm (take approx. 15 minutes). Place 
salad in bowl and toss with dressing. 
Return to the refrigerator until ready 
to serve. Mix blended juice with ginger 
ale. Fill juice glasses and place on table. 

6.20: Whip potatoes. Take roast from 
oven, place on platter. Garnish roast 
with lemon slices. Strain sauce and pour 
into gravy dish. Pile potatoes lightly 
in serving dish. Sprinkle with paprika. 
Fill vegetable dish with Lima beans and 
corn. Garnish with parsley. Place roast, 
vegetable dishes, salad, hot rolls and 
warmed plates on table. 

6.30: Dinner is served! 
Between courses put on coffee to “perk.” 


Continued on page 34 


ally as a tailor... steam-presses seams as you go, when 
dressmaking. At the flick of a button, changes from 
Steam to Dry Automatic Ironing —and back again. 








Much less sprinkling, because 


BS 
Most of your pressi can 
the G-E Steam Iron dampens done with that " pedflaenal 


the clothes with steam. touch — without 
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Continued from page 3° 
CITRUS COCKTAIL 


Approximate cost — 19¢ 


LEMON BARBECUED 


Approximate cost — $2.85 


Lemon Sauce: 


POT ROAST 


Combine all ingredients for sauce in 
a small bowl. Cover and let stand 
overnight in refrigerator. 


Pot Roast: 


flour. Melt fat in a Dutch oven on 
top of stove. Brown all sides of roast in 
hot fat. Then place the roast on a small 
rack in the Dutch oven, and add lemon 


sauce. Cover and simmer gently for 


Chill » 20-ounce can of blended oraxise - SE eed ; — 2 tablespoons 3% to 4 pound 3 hours or until the meat is tender. 
and grapefruit juice and 1 cup ginger \% co ae , ro flour beef pot Serve roast on a large platter garnished 
ale separately. Just before serving _ juice salt 4 teaspoon salt roast (chuck with lemon slices and dots of tart red 
combine juice and ginger ale in a large slices lemon, 6 teaspoon S Speen 3 Siecle jelly. Sprigs of crisp celery leaves may 


pitcher, and pour in juice glasses. Drop 


quartered 


2 
2 tablespoons 


celery salt 


¢ teaspoon 


pepper 
fat 


be added at the last moment. Strain the 


a red or green maraschino cherry in the : ; 2 sauce and serve in a separate bowl if 
bot -ach glass if desired. Serves ¢ Sinely ——, Combine flour, salt and pepper. Rub a? pe 
bottom of each glass 1f desired. Serves 6. chopped 4 teaspoon I : desired. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute onion thyme the cut sides of the roast with seasoned Pressure Cooker Method: Rub sea- 


ed 


ou 


¢? 
‘ 





<< Walls — Red Tundro. Wall 





soned flour on cut sides of roast. Brown 
on all sides in hot fat in pressure cooker. 
Then place roast on a small rack in 
pressure cooker and add lemon sauce. 
Cover and bring up to pressure. Cook 
for 40 minutes. Allow pressure to drop 
gradually. Then proceed as for general 
method above. 
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SUCCOTASH 
Approximate cost — 38c 


This is a vegetable dish made by 
combining one 15-ounce can baby Lima 
beans and one 14-ounce can kernel corn. 
This may be done in 2 ways: (1) Mix 
the vegetables and heat them together 
in one pan. Serve in a vegetable dish 
with a garnish of parsley. (2) Heat the 
vegetables separately. Then make a 
mound of corn in the centre of the dish 
and pile Lima beans around the edge. 
Separate them with small sprigs of 
parsley. 
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TOSSED SALAD 
Approximate cost — 3lc 


2 cups shredded yj 
cabbage 

cup shredded 
carrot 


cup raisins 
to % cup 
Green God- 
dess Dressing 


to te 


Soak cabbage and carrot shreds in 
cold water until crisp. Drain and dry 
thoroughly in between towels. Wash 

















































































































Ge eh 


and dry raisins. Then combine cabbage, 
carrots and raisins in a large bowl. Just 
before serving add Green Goddess Dress- 
ing. Toss lightly with a fork until all 
ingredients are well coated with dress- 
ing. Serve in a salad bowl. Serves 6. 


of 


i 5 
“ith JARBORITE 


aa 
The Wallboard Wonder of the Century 


Dreams are coming true all over the country. In houses old ; “, 

and new The Bathroom Beautiful is appearing . . . with colour Be evaporated — 
schemes chosen by milady herself from more than a = ; Sean base 
30 different colours and surface designs. Back of it all | ap yee —— 

7 . Dash of garlic tarragon 

is Arborite, the hard-surfaced, ultra-modern, Decorative salt vinegar, if 

Wallboard that lasts and lasts and lasts! This modern | ’ a en 14 reac enl salt 
plastic laminate swishes clean with a damp, soapy | — ee ee 

cloth and never needs patching or painting. 

Your present bathroom and shower room can be transformed 
magically, inexpensively and quickly with beautiful, 
permanent Arborite. Why not decide to do it now! 


Available across Canada in 
4 x 8’ or 26” x 8’ panels. 


yy 
s 2 top — Black Glossy. Shower 
° = 3 Walls — Tan Tundra. Table — 
U OM th Ps Bleached Mahogany. All are 
Q => Arborite. Fixtures by CRANE. 
* 
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GREEN GODDESS DRESSING 


Approximate cost — 34c 








Arborite 


in the Kitchen ! 


You'll love your kitchen when it 
becomes permanently modernized 


re ire 


Pour evaporated milk into a freezer 
tray and chill until ice crystals form 
around edges. Combine remaining in- i 
gredients in mixing bowl. Whip chilled 4 
milk until stiff. Fold whipped milk into i 
dressing lightly, but thoroughly. This 3 
dressing may be kept for several days 
in a refrigerator. Makes about 24 cups 
dressing. 

Notes: 1. It is delicious when used as 
a “dunk” for potato chips or crisp 
crackers, 

2. For a more exotic dressing or 

“dunk” add 1 tablespoon anchovy 

paste or several anchovies, chopped. 





with Arborite. For walls, counter 
tops, splashbacks, table tops — 
Arborite is ideal. It won't chip or 
crack... won't stain, discolour or 
be affected by grease, oil, alcohol, 
mild acids or alkalies, And 


it’s cigarette-proof, tool! 


INSIST ON GENUINE ARBORITE 


See your local lumber, building supply, hardware dealer or flooring contractor 
—— or write: for free illustrated descriptive folder to Dep't. 13B 


THE ARBORITE COMPANY LIMITED 


MONTREAL 32, QUE. 159 Bay St., Toronto 
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RHUBARB AND PINEAPPLE PIE 
Approximate cost — 77c 


Pastry for a 1% cups fresh 


9-inch pineapple, 
double-crust chopped 
pie 1 2/3 cups sugar 


2'% cups fresh 
rhubarb, 
chopped 


6 tablespoons 
bread flour 

1 tablespoon 
butter 


Make pastry (either your own or a 
quick mix). Chill. Prepare rhubarb 
by wiping stalks and cutting in 1-inch 
pieces. Then measure. If rhubarb is 
tender and pink, do not peel. Prepare 
pineapple by removing outside and core. 
Cut into small cubes. Then measure. 
Combine sugar and flour. 

Roll pastry for bottom crust of 9-inch 
pie pan. Sprinkle one quarter of sugar- 
flour mixture over pastry. Then ar- 
range combined fruits in layers in pan, 
sprinkling each layer with the sugar- 
flour mixture. Dot top layer with small 
pieces of butter. Cover with top crust. 
Place pie on lowest rack in very hot 
oven (450 deg. F.) for 15 minutes. Then 
reduce oven temperature to 350 deg. F. 
(moderate oven) and bake 40 to 45 
minutes longer. Serve warm or cold, 
Serves 6 people generously. 
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Costs are based on prices effective 


March 7, 1952. 


WHAT YOU WILL NEED 


For the “Little Luncheon” 

1 head lettuce; 1 bunch celery; 11% 
pounds fresh asparagus or 1 package 
frozen asparagus; 1 bunch watercress; 
1 orange; 1 lemon. 

1 10-ounce tin pineapple rings or fresh 
pineapple; 1 10-ounce tin creamed corn; 
1 10-ounce tin tuna fish; 1 10-ounce tin 
cream mushroom soup; small bottle ripe 
olives; 1 package potato chips. 

lg cup almonds; 4 cup moist shred- 
ded coconut; 114 pounds white sugar. 

14 pound cheese; 5 eggs; 3 cups milk; 
34 pound butter or margarine; 14 pound 
shortening; 3 slices bacon; mayonnaise; 
French dressing; cream. 


Staples-—2 cups bread flour; 1 cup cake 
flour; baking powder; salt; pepper; tea. 


For the Family Dinner 

314 to 4 pound beef pot roast; 2 small 
15-ounce 
can baby Lima beans; | 14-ounce can 
of kernel corn; 1 bunch of parsley; 1 
small cabbage; 3 carrots; 1 clove of 
garlic. 

1 20-ounce can blended orange and 
grapefruit juice; 44 cup of raisins; 1 cup 
of ginger ale; 4 lemons; 114 pounds of 
rhubarb; 1 small pineapple. 

14 cup evaporated milk; 1 cup mayon- 
naise; 4% pound shortening; butter; 
milk; cream; 1 dozen rolls; 1 pound white 
sugar; red jelly; maraschino cherries. 


onions; 6 large potatoes; 1 


Staples: 3 cups bread flour; thyme; 
celery salt; salt; pepper; coffee. 


THERE’S A RIGHT WAY 


Continued from page 29 


Your China and Glass. The bread-and- 
butter plate belongs in nearly all infor- 
mal settings. It is placed to the left 
of and about one inch above the dinner 
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fork. Soup bowls should be placed on 
a luncheon-size plate unless bowls have 
their own matching plates. For formal 
dinner, soup plates are placed on service 
plate. 

Cups and saucers are not put on the 
table except for family breakfast or for 
a bridge luncheon. It is better to arrange 
them on a tray with tea or coffee service. 
Then the tray can be brought to the 
table or to the living room after the 
meal. 

The water glass or tumbler is always 


SWEET CAPS 


are always 


I 
“Sweet Cap§ have no loose ends.” 


* 
rx 








only a fresh ciearelle 
can be truly mild / 


. 
6 
7 
"en 
Se 


placea about one inch directly above 
the tip of the dinner knife. If a fruit- 
juice glass is used place it to the right 
and about one inch below 
glass. 

The Table. Allow about 2 feet of table 
space for each guest, measuring from 
the centre of one plate to the centre of 
the next plate. 

Salts and Peppers are part of every 
tablesetting. 


the water 


For informal meals, use 
For formal 
setting, use individual salts and peppers 


2 sets for 4 to 6 persons. 








for each guest or plac € one set between 
every two place settings. 

The Table Linen. When a damask o1 
large colored linen cloth is used, lay a 
silence pad first. The centre crease of 
the cloth should be straight from the 
head to the foot of the table. When 
possible allow at least a 10-inch over- 
hang, on the other hand avoid a long 
interferes with chairs. 
Where possible napkins should be of 
same material as cloth but may be of 
contrasting color for informal occasions. 


overhang that 


SWEET CAPORAL 


TRULY FRESH! 


... and only a fresh cigarette can be truly mild. 
Sweet Caps are rolled fresh and sold fresh... 
so you always enjoy this mild cigarette at its 
best. Smoke fresh Sweet Caps... cork or plain. 







“'They’‘re rolled in the world’s purest paper.” 














hI 
NY & CHEESE 








OR SERVED WITH A 


a 


VIisSKING LiMIiTteod, 


Ready to eat... 


WHEN YOU BUY ’EM: 


And So Economical! . . . because you enjoy 
every delicious bite of these Meat Loaves! 
No waste, no bones, no extra fuel costs either! 
Cold Meat and Salad is delicious! ... andsuch 
an easy-to-get meal. And this Ham Loaf always 
looks tempting . . . so pink, so tender . . . so 


tasty with the goodness of fine ham! 


It’s quick 'n’ easy to make Sandwiches. «i 
for lunch boxes or picnics . . . with this tasty 
Pork Loaf. Sandwiches that keep fresher— 
don’t taste soggy or too dry! And see its smooth; 


fine texture—so easy to slice, 


_——— oo = = oF Fo ae ee er ee ee ee ee er ee ee ee 


What exciting Snacks you can fix... on the 
“double” 


Cheese Loaf. Hearty, substantial—it’s a meat 


. with this appetizing Macaroni & 







loaf that looks “interesting” on cold meat 


plates—or for buffet suppers! 


lot meal 


Yes, any one of these grand meat loaves tastes 
just perfect ... with scalloped potatoes and peas 

.or other hot vegetabies. Dandy for dinners 
all year round! 

Your dealer has your favourite brand in 
Ham Loaf, Pork Loaf, Macaroni & Cheese 
Loaf—as well as other tempting varieties of 
meat loaves, cold cuts, and ready-to-serve 
meats. So make your selection from these 
nourishing economical meats today. 


Write for FREE Smorgasbord Leaflet. 


CELLULOSE CASINGS PROTECT THE FLAVOUR OF THE MEAT 


LINDSAY, ONTARIO 










HATS ON HER HEAD 


Continued from page 10 


again?” he’d ask, eyeing the hatbox in 
her hand. Either that, or he wouldn’t 
say anything at all—just look, in a way 
more shriveling than any words could be. 

At first—she couldn’t remember ex- 
actly when it began—maybe a month 
ago. They’d been married just a year 
when he said: 

“Took, Sally, when you’re in bed all 
settled for the night, like now, what do 
you think about? How do you add up 
your day? Don’t you ever feel you’d 
like to have done something real? Had 
a legitimate objective?” 

At first she parried that with, “I have. 
I’ve loved great, big, beautiful you!” 

It worked once or twice. He had 
reached across their bed, wide as a 
meadow, and pulled her over to him, 
but after a time he stopped doing it. 
After a time his silence was all that 
reached her, that, and a quickly exhaled 
breath, as if his patience were gone; as 
if what she said were in a line with what 
she was—so much fluff, and he knew it. 

It made her uneasy, until she recalled 
most couples had to adjust sooner or 
later. Her mother practically warned 
her to expect some friction and make 
the best of it. Anyway, if you analyzed 
it, what had Lew to complain of? She 
held her end up in running the apart- 
ment. Her mother let her have Inder, 
the family Swedish maid, the day she 
married. 
lative cook but a born manager who 
took care of any other help they needed: 
laundress, cleaning woman, and extra 
maids for parties. It made Lew’s dis- 
satisfaction pretty thin stuff. He and 
his home were kept comfortable, weren’t 
they? And it he could argue Inder did 
it, she could argue Inder was only there 


Inder was not only a super- 


because she was. 

It kept Sally doing exactly what she 
had been doing, with a little disquiet 
on the side because she loved Lew and 
wanted him to feel contented. But all 
her friends spent their time as she did: 
shopped, played bridge, canasta, went 
to the movies aad the theatre, with 
maybe a morning at Red Cross or doing 
something with a junior auxiliary, and 
their husbands didn’t pick on them. 
What did Lew expect of her? She wasn’t 
the sort who cared about organizations, 
and she hadn’t any particular talent. 

Sally left the car in the apartment 
drive because there was a picture she 
wanted Lew to take her to tonight. She 
hoped Hy Boland wouldn’t drop in. 
Hy was Lew’s close friend. Sally didn’t 
like him. Maybe because he didn’t lik« 
her. He had a finely equipped trigge: 
mind he liked to aim at her head. 


shouldn't 
thought 


“Lew 
Sally morosely, and almost 
dropped the hatbox because she had 
never let herself think that before and 
it frightened her for fear Lew was 
thinking it too. Only why should he 
care what she did with her time? He 
hadn’t in the beginning. He’d liked her 
as she was then. 


have married me,” 


“T haven’t changed. I even look the 
same,” she thought, her heels indignant 
on the flags of the apartment entrance 
that, typical of Lew’s taste, was not 
in a conventional building. Lew had 
unearthed what he wanted in a magnifi- 
cent old reconverted house, a mammoth 


place with a statue on the carved 





newel post and vast aqueous green halls. 

Sally’s heels tapped their indignation 
all the way up the stairs to the second 
floor where the mirror in the apartment 
entrance verified what she’d thought. 
She did look the same. 

Lew used to like to tell her how she 
looked when they were first married. 
“You’re not just pretty, Sally,” he 
assured her gravely. “Not even beau- 
tiful in the usual sense, but so darn 
lovely I can’t keep my eyes off you. 
Your cheeks round when you smile, 
then drop into a longish fair-skinned, 
pointed face. Your blue eyes have a 
listening look that suggest secret reserves 
of feeling. I love your nose because 
it’s a little long and pointed, and your 
mouth is absolutely right for your face, 
not too full, not too yielding. And your 
hair’s like the lining of cedar bark; the 
warm, red-brown kind. Oh Sally!” 

He never said it now. Maybe he 
didn’t think it any more. People’s tastes 
changed like their feelings. Maybe he 
felt her eyes held no secrets. Maybe 
he felt they held nothing. And yet when 
she had poised the blue maline dinner 
hat with the roses over them, the girls 
had exclaimed, and what was more 
important, Mrs. Elswythe, head buyer 
for Thorne’s, and a woman of sound 
critical judgment said, “You’re exqui- 
site,’ and meant it. It satisfied her 
then, but it didn’t now. It satisfied so 
little now, Sally wished she had left the 
hat in Thorne’s French shop. 

She could hear Lew laughing in the 
library as she opened the inner door. 
He’d probably brought odious Hy Bo- 
land home for dinner. 

Sally went swiftly to her room. She 
wasn’t going to have Lew’s brows lift 
at the hatbox in front of Hy—if it was 
Hy. Inder would know. Lew would 
have telephoned. Sally had made that 
an inflexible rule. 

“But I like to bring people home 
informally,” he had protested. 

“We have to consider Inder,” Sally 
said firmly. 
toy.” 


“She’s not a mechanical 
Funny, disliking Hy as she did, 
how often she used what he said. He’d 
said that. “She can’t fly around the 
last minute and serve a successful din- 
ner.” Funny, too, how the word suc- 
irritated She _ probably 
overused it. “It’s very successful,” of 


cessful Lew. 
a suit, with satisfaction, or “It’s not 
; re : ; 
quite successful,” regretfully, of a dress. 
“Oh, gracious!” Lew finally burst out. 
“What a dither you have about some- 
thing to cover your hide.” In anyone 
else that would have been coarse, but 
not in Lew. Lew wasn’t a coarse person 
and nothing he said made him so. 


Unhurried now, Sally re- 
coat and hat and then 
because her feeling about the new hat 
had changed, perhaps in defiance of Lew 
being with Hy, she untied the purple 
box and lifted it out. Her face bright- 
ened, She was glad now she had bought 
it. But she refrained from trying it on. 
The moment must be better than this; 
her face, flower-fresh, her hair just so. 
A dedicated moment of looking lovely 
and knowing it. 


moved her 


“I’m not dressing for Hy Boland,”’ 
she thought wrinkling her nose. “I 
won't even change.” She brushed her 
hair, washed her hands, remade her face, 
and went to the kitchen. 

Inder, crisp in uniform, smiled at her. 

“Well, and how was the shopping?” 
Inder asked. 
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Frank groans when his pipe tobacco 
spills all over the newly cleaned rug. 
His wife will have to get out the vacuum 
again. And don’t think she won’t men- 
tion her trouble to Frank—Lovup! 





Fred wont... 


Fred spills tobacco, too. But he whisks 
up the mess in a minute, with their new 


Bissell Sweeper. Fred’s wife has the 
perfect sweep-up team... a vacuum for 
heavy cleaning, a handy Bissell* for 
quick clean-ups 


Only BISSELL has 
"*BISCO-MATIC’’* brush action 


This miracle-action brush adjusts itself 
automatically to thick rugs or thin, 
without any pressure on the handle 
whatsoever! It even gets the dirt under 
beds, where you can’t press down. 





You can buy a 
New Bissell Sweeper 
—with “Bisco-matic” 


Brush Artion— for only 


$745 
iMustrated: “The Vanity” 


at $9.75 
Prices a little more in the West 





BISSELL 
SWEEPERS 


Bissell Carpet Sweeper Company 
of Canada Limited 
Grand Rapids 2, Michigan 
(Factory at Niagara Falls, Canada) 


*Registered Trade-Marks 
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“Bought a perfect dream of a hat.” 
Inder’s eye brightened. She liked 
hats. “I must see it,” she said with | 
interest. 

Sally relaxed against the door frame. 
“I suppose it’s Mr. Boland for dinner,” 
she said dryly. Inder knew she didn’t 
like him. 


Inder shook her head quickly. “No.” 


| And there was something in her manner 


indicating the unusual. “It is a young 
lady. Someone who has never been here 
before. A Miss Carey, | think Mr. 
DeWitt said. She is a good-looker,”’ 
Inder added in her amusing un-English 
slang. 

Sally straightened. 

Dee Carey was the new art head at 
Lew’s magazine. An importation. Lew 
had volunteered only that she 
unusual. She had been at the magazine 
a month. 

“What way?” Sally pumped. 

“Head piece. Gifted.”” Nothing more. 

Sally turned toward the library 


Lew’s love of books was so excessive 


was 


you couldn’t call the room anything 
else, not with the walls lined. She 
saw Dee Carey before she crossed the 
threshold. 

“Hello,” Lew said casually. “This 
is Dee Carey—our art head.” The tall, 
dark girl stood beside him examining 
a book of prints. 

Sally saw the beautiful height, the 
lacquer-smooth, black-knotted hair, the 
length of perfect leg. Why the knot 
and legs registered Sally didn’t know 
unless it was because her own hair was 
rolled under, a style which suited her, 
and her legs were not so long. 

Sally’s eye, used to appraising 
women’s apparel, saw that Dee’s white 
blouse was finely cut, and that her black 
suit was the three-figure sort. But it 
was more than Dee’s clothing that made 


| her lov ely, it was Dee herself. 


“She has beauty,” Sally thought. 

“‘Lew’s told me about you,” Dee said 
warmly. 

“That's right. I told her you like to 
shop,” Lew said. 

Sally forced a smile. 

“What do you really like to do?” Dee 
asked pleasantly. 

“Shop,” Lew said wryly, “and play 


canasta, and go to movies.” 


Lew was being deliberately mean. He 
was ridiculing her before this lovely 
clever girl who could run a department 
in a magazine—not that she was so 
young; her face was a little tired for 
all its beauty. Sally looked at Lew 
hoping he’d see how much he hurt her. 
But he wouldn’t look at her. And right 
then Sally knew when his dissatisfaction 
with her had started. The day Dee 
Carey came to the magazine. It would 
have to be someone like Dee who could 
throw Lew. Someone fine, without a 
scheme up the small winged cuffs of her 
smart black suit. 

Dee saw Sally’s eyes. 

“‘Men always pretend to be so superior | 
to feminine interests,” she said kindly. 

“‘As a matter of fact I do like to shop,” 
Sally said with attempted lightness. She 
was going to add that she felt she had 
the gift of selection, but found it impos- 
sible to say in the face of this girl’s 
perfectly chosen clothing. 

“It can be fun,” Dee agreed, “if you | 


have time.” 


“Sally has plenty of that,” Lew said 
with bored brows. 


“Sometimes I go to exhibits,” Sally | 
said defensively. 
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Style 
Split Home * 
na ‘ 
payne Chocolate ICES 
hocolate 


v oo c- 
Sep-cut, rusPeD PAM 


ice Cream and Cake 

Slice it with your spoon .. . right down 
through the smooth, creamy, delicious 
ICE CRE . . » through the tasty 
he One , 7 ‘ chocolate frosti .. through heavenly 
Swit ate PIS: eliciows "ee Ys : light and lovely chocolate cake. Easy 
favOw ek. Allé 4? to prepare .. . thrill to serve... 
she joy to eat! 


us> — 
0 apple 


Ice Cream and Fruit Cocktail 


It’s a dish of delight—a snowy peak 
crowned with gleaming jewels that 
tempt you to come on and enjoy 
smooth, cooling ICE CREAM — and 
fruit with cookies. So good! 
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“Do you like the moderns?” Dee 
asked. 

Sally nodded. She didn’t dare look 
at Lew. She knew his eyes were sar- 
donic, knew they were saying, “What 
do you know about painting? About 
art?” Knew they were denouncing her 
as a fraud. 

Inder saved her feelings by serving 
dinner. 

Sally sat through the meal smiling 
amiably, her cheeks round and high. 
Not that Lew noticed. He didn’t see 
anything but Dee. 

“I’m really, nothing at all beside her,” 
Sally thought humbly. “She knows 
cverything. Even Hy will like her.” 

Hy did, when he dropped in after 
dinner. His recognition of Sally, always 
unseeing, unless he were shooting at her, 
was blinder than usual tonight. He and 
Lew and Dee discussed people, affairs 
and books. Sally listened, feeling her 
difference, feeling uninformed and futile. 

After a while Lew said, “Dee and | 
are going back to the office. Wiley’s 
coming in. He’s going to Bermuda 
tomorrow and we want a decision before 
he leaves. A new cover idea. Sorry, 
Hy.” Not, sorry, Sally. Sorry, Hy! 
Not, you stay and talk to Sally. He 
knew better. Hy would run 

“So nice to know you.” Dee’s fur 
coat swung cavalier fashion on her 
slender shoulders. 

Sally fled to her room when the door 
closed on the three. She ducked Inder, 
who had looked her interest at dinner. 
Inder’s sharing of people rooted in the 
early years at home. 

“T’ll open the bed,” Sally called to 
evade her, and shut the door, but Inder 
was not to be kept out. She knocked 
and came briskly in with the thermos 
pitcher for the night. 

“They leave soon,” she said sociably. 

“Something at the office,”’ Sally said 
noncommittally. 

“So, she works there?” Inder ques- 
tioned thoughtfully. Then folded the 
sprigged silk spread and laid back the 
sheet over the monogrammed blanket 
cover. “She is certainly a fine-looking 
girl,” she said. “She has something on 
the ball, too.”” In reference to the table 
talk. Inder’s slang did not amuse Sally 
tonight, because her eyes, raised from 
a pillow she lowered, said, “J would not 
like so beautiful a person being every day 
with my husband!’ Then she said 
quickly. “May I see the new hat?” 

Sally walked over to the hatbox with 
a feeling of pathos the ownership of the 
hat Intensified, like possessing something 
lovely one is too frail to use. “Here 
it is!” she said, and held it up out of 
its tissue. 

“Oh, lovely! Try it on. Never mind 
the hair.” 

Sally turned to a mirror fighting the 
desire to cry, to sob loudly. Inder, who 
had been part of her family so long, 
was trying to lift her feelings. Inder was 
sharp. She saw the need. She saw! 

Sally fussed with the angle of the hat 
until she had swallowed the rising tide 
of scalding tears. The roses tumbled 
sweetly against her cheek. The effect 
was beautiful; so beautiful that for a 
moment Sally forgot everything but the 
charm of the hat above her blue eyes. 

“Like it?” she asked turning around, 
controlled again. 

“Ver-a ver-a much! You will get 
compliments on that,” Inder said with 
conviction. “You are a good picker. 
You certainly are!” 
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But when Inder closed the door the 
wind blew cold again. What was the 
good of pretty things if she couldn’t hold 
Lew’s love? 

“It isn’t done with things,” something 
distressed whispered inside her. 

Sally put on a sky-blue robe with 
angel wings, caught her hair in a sky- 
blue net, and padded to the library and 
Lew’s bookshelves. : 

She couldn’t find the particular book 
they’d talked about tonight, but she 
didn’t think she wanted that anyway. 
Something independent was indicated; 
something meaty, commanding respect. 
Sally’s eyes stopped at Conrad. “A 
man’s author,” Lew once said. She 
selected The Rescue as symbolic. Heaven 
knew she needed it. 

Sally padded back to bed and read 
four pages earnestly, then looked at the 
clock. <A little while, had Lew said, 
or had he? It was eleven now. She 
read four more pages and yawned. She 
didn’t like the book. She started leafing 
idly until her eye held at a line. “Desir- 
able as a strange woman.” Sally wanted 
to whimper. Only it was more than 
that with Dee. She put the book, 
title-side-up, on the table where Lew 
could seeit, although she felt he probably 
wouldn’t look at it anyway. Lying in 
the dark, things came clearer. Reading 
worthwhile books wasn’t going to get 
her anywhere. She could read forever 
and her opinions wouldn’t amount to 
a hang to Lew, or Hy either, because 
they’d know she was faking them; know 
she’d probably read a review if she did 
offer any. 

She put on the light and went back 
to the library for the evening paper and 
looked up the art exhibits scheduled for 
the week. She would go to them. Go 
to the ones in museums that held classes 
of explanation. Then let Lew’s eye call 
her a fraud. But settling down in bed 
again a dullness of spirit seized her. 
What a way to hold a husband, to 
pretend you were interested in some- 
thing you weren’t. Where was the fun 
in that? Only where would be the fun 
in losing Lew? Of never having him 
look at her across a room; of never 
knowing he was lying asleep beside her 
in the dark. 

Strange, but she’d felt something like 
this might happen when they were first 
engaged. It was part of the excitement 
of loving Lew—the uncertainty; of feel- 
ing you might come out on new roads 
and have to run to keep up with him. 
Well, here it was. He was swinging 
along way ahead of her. She'd let 


—his tenderness in the first months 
—deaden that earlier prescience, so she 
hadn’t even tried, as she should. 

Lew came in before one. He didn’t 
come to bed at once. He usually read 
for a while. If she hadn’t seen Dee; 
if Dee hadn’t come for dinner, she would 
have cocked an ear when she heard him, 
and dropped off, stupidly content. Now 
she saw him, long legs out, well-shaped 
curly fair head tilted toward his book, 
and felt the difference between abstract 
and concrete jealousy. Dee represented 
something definite. Before there had 
been only values he reached for that she 
couldn’t grasp. 


On waking Sally forced her- 

self to say, “Dee’s very attractive.” 
“Hm?” Lew said, as if he had grown 
unaccustomed to listening to her, but 
stopped now at Dee’s name. “Oh. Yes, 








And Apple Cake is fun 
to make with amazing 
new fast DRY yeast! 


You never need worry again about 
quick-spoiling cakes of perishable 
yeast! For the wonderful new 
Fleischmann’s Fast Rising Dry Yeast 
stays fresh and full-strength for 
weeks without refrigeration! 


In the meantime, scald Ys cup mitk 
Remove from heat and stir in 


Let rise until doubled in bulk. 


pans about 7" x 11", 
Grease tops, cover and let rise until 
doubled in bulk. 


sharp edges down and close together. 
Mix 1 cup granulated sugar, 

1¥% teaspoons ground cinnamon, 

and sprinkle over apples. 

Cover and let rise about 14 hour. 


Serve hot, with butter. 





If you bake at home, you'll be 
thrilled with the results of this new 
fast DRY yeast! Make delicious hot 
rolls, buns, fruit rings, dessert breads 
—and the scrumptious Apple Cake 
featured below. (No new 
needed. One envelope of dry yeast in 
any recipe.) Keep on hand a month's 
supply of Fleischmann’s Fast Rising 
Dry Yeast. 


recipes 


-—Appetizing APPLE CAKE—— 


NEW TIME-SAVING RECIPE—MAKES 2 CAKES 


Measure into bowl ¥ cup lukewarm water, 

1 teaspoon granulated sugar 

and stir until sugar is dissolved. 
Sprinkle with contents of 1 envelope Fleischmann’s Fast Rising Dry Yeast 
Let stand 10 minutes. THEN stir well. 


Ya cup granulated sugar, 

Ya teaspoon salt, 

3 tablespoons shortening 
Cool to lukewarm. Stir in 1 cup once-sifted bread flour and beat until smooth 
Add yeast mixture and 1 egg, well beaten 
Beat well, then work in 24 cups once-sifted bread flour 
Turn out on lightly-floured board and knead dough lightly until smooth and 
elastic. Place in greased bowl, brush top with melted butter or shortening. 
Cover and set dough in warm place, free from draught. 


Punch down dough and divide into 2 equal portions; form into smooth balls. 
Roll each piece into an oblong and fit into greased 


Peel, core and cut into thin wedges 8 apples 
Sprinkle risen dough with Ye cup granulated sugar 
and lightly press apple wedges into cake tops, 


Bake in moderate oven, 350°, about 1 hour. 
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Very. Hy liked her. I could easily tell.” 
Sally nursed that prick. Hy had never 
liked ber, that you could also tell. It 
hadn’t mattered to Lew when he mar- 
ried her. She wondered now if it didn’t 
give added value to Hy’s judgments 
because he’d been right about her. 

“She’s smart,” Lew added, still think- 
ing of Dee. 

Sally wished someone could say that 
of her. Wished she had another kind 
of mind. Wished she hadn’t bought the 
new hat, or at least had put the box 
away. It sat where she had left it on 
a slipper chair, as ostentatiously elegant 
as a crown with the kingdom in doubt! 

Lew didn’t see it, fortunately; he was 
too used to hatboxes. He lived in a 
world of them. Sally’s mental eye closed 
against the tiers she owned. She got 
up then, showered and dressed for 
breakfast in a navy piqué housecoat 
with a crisp white organdie collar that 
made her look executive even if she 
weren't. 

“Like the new cover?” she asked. 

Lew’s brow wrinkled; grasped what 
she meant. “Dee’s idea is better.” His 
eyes asked to be let alone. 

Sally Ate in silence. 

After he was gone she consulted the 
morning paper again, and chose an 
exhibit by a modern painter at a gallery 
uptown. 

Sally didn’t like the pictures. They 
annoyed her as a hat annoyed her when 
its line and color were poor. When it 
was neither right in itself, nor adequate 
as a gay accent. Yet her reasons for 
the pictures were based on inarticulate 
feeling. She went out, uncomfortable. 

The impact of the street reassured, 
then disturbed her. This was her world 

this everyday one filled with people 
most of whom didn’t know any more 
about literature or art than she did. But 
there were girls in it who did, who were 
smart, like Dee. 

Sally drifted toward the centre of 
town. She had never been in Thorne’s 
this early in the morning. She pushed 
in among the shoppers. When they were 
first married Lew used to tease her about 
Thorne’s. Did it humorously. “They 
spin their wares, as a spider does its 
sticky threads to catch the poor little 
gullible Sally-flies.”” he said. Now, 
watching the care with which a salesgirl 
grouped a spray of lilacs, lavender 
gloves and a maize scarf, Sally knew 
that it was true, and sound business. 

From force of habit she went up to 
the hat salon. Mrs. Elswythe was 
putting out a cap of pink crocheted 
straw with a chignon of roses. She was 
a middle-aged, vivacious little woman 
whom Sally liked. 

“Like it?” she asked, her dark eyes 
waiting. 

Sally nodded. “For the Juliet type,” 
she said. 

“You know your hats,” Mrs. Els- 
wythe said. 


if Mrs. Elswythe hadn’t 
said it, maybe Sally would never have 
reacted as she did a week or so later; 
a week or so in which she went to 
museum lectures sober-eyed and men- 
tally determined, to come away dis- 
couraged with herself; to come away, 
able to patter a few facts without 
interest, for all that caught her atten- 
tion were the color combinations in the 
pictures. It was the color alone that 
held her eye. And all the while at home, 
Lew came and went in a world that 


barely included her. She was unhappily 
there, and that was all. 

At the end of ten days Sally gave 
up a lecture to go shopping with Debbie 
Graham for cruise clothes. Thorne’s 
was as welcoming as an old friend. 
Mrs. Elswythe in the hat salon left a 
customer with a salesgirl to personally 
bring original creations. The three 
consulted and discussed. Sally’s opin- 
ions were asked and given, her state- 
ments received with respect. 

Debbie and she stopped for cocktails 
afterward. In the soft-focused light of 
the room, Sally’s assurance lingered. 
She felt more confident than she had 
in Ww ecks. 

Debbie saw Lew first. “Your hus- 
band’s over there with the most gor- 
geous girl,” she said. 

Sally’s back was toward Lew. She 
didn’t turn now. 

“That’s Dee Carey, Lew’s art editor. 
Lovely, isn’t she?” she said, knowing 
it would be Dee. ‘‘Hy Boland likes her. 
I had her for dinner the other night. 
Awfully bright. A nice person, too.” 
She tried not to overdo it. 

“Id hate her working with my hus- 
band.” 

“‘Not all women are predatory,” Sally 
said, remembering something Hy once 
said. 

“The dead ones aren’t,” Debbie 
grinned. ‘“‘Going over?” 

“Why should I? They came in for 
a cocktail. So did I.” 

“Well, Lew won’t know you anyway. 
You have too many hats.” 

“ Hats!” Sally thought bitterly. It’s 
all anyone associates me with. It was 
then she thought of what Mrs. Elswythe 
said. “You know vour bats!” It was all 
that she did know with authority. Other- 
wise she might actually be one of those 
oval-faced mannequins they perched 
hats on. There was no difference, she 
thought with bitterness, between her 
and them, except that she knew which 
hat suited her head and they didn’t. 
Her hand that lifted her cocktail glass 
set it down carefully, untouched. 

“Don’t believe I want it after all.” 

“Oh, don’t let it throw you.” 

“What?” Sally said, and for a moment 
her face was as expressionless as a 
“You mean about Lew? | 
was thinking of something else. I’m 


mannequin’s. 
A 
ready when you are. 


Thorne’s was almost empty 
of late shoppers when Sally went up 
to the hat salon. Mrs. Elswythe was 
putting a white Carnegie model back 
of glass and saw her. “Lose something?” 
she asked, then at Sally’s face. “‘Some- 
thing wrong?” kindly. 

“Can you give me a few minutes?” 
Sally asked. 

Mrs. Elswythe led her over to two 
chairs. “Sit down,” she said. 

Sally didn’t look like Sally then, 
didn’t look like the girl who came 
shopping with time and money to play 
with. She looked serious, purposeful, 
and intense. 

“Could you use a salesgirl in this 
department?” she asked. 

“Mrs. DeWitt!” Mrs. Elswythe said, 
faintly shocked. Then more slowly. “‘Is 
it financial?” 

Sally shook her head. “I’d work for 
nothing if you’d take me.” She hesi- 
tated a moment, then said frankly. 
“It’s—another woman. I find I’m not 
going to be able to sit around and 
swallow it. I'll have to do something, 
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10.6 cu. ft. Cycla-matic De Luxe model. 
























Also avatlable in 9 cu. ft. size 
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Entirely New / 
Completely Different/ 


ITS THE 






youve 
HOPED FOR! 
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cla-matic trigidaire 


A wonderful new Food Freezer 
and Refrigerator combined! 
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Thick, all-around insulation completely seals off food freezer from refrigerator 


Here is your Food 
Levelcold keeps foo 


Freezer... where 
ds zero-zone safe! 


Not an ordinary “freezing compartment” 
—but a real, completely insulated Food 
Freezer that keeps all frozen foods in tip- 
top condition for months. Has no defrost- 


ing heating devices to melt ice cream, to 
thaw out or “mush” other frozen foods. 
Foods always stay store-fresh, store- 
clean, easy to use! 


New Levelcold! A startling new 
kind of cold —cold that’s unaffected 
by outside temperatures —cold that 
won't “see-saw” up and down with- 
in freezer or refrigerator. Frozen 
foods won’t thaw, fresh foods won’t 
freeze — both get proper cold for 
proper storage ! 


New automatic response! Frigid- 
aire automatically answers to 
changes in weather —reacts trigger- 
fast to heavy or light use — without 
setting a single dial or control. The 
Cycla-matic system rigidly controls 
cold in the Food Freezer — con- 
stantly regulates the flow of cold in 


the Cold-Wall chilling coils, and 
in the Refrig-o-plate —a device 
which helps cool the refrigerator, 
and also controls excess moisture. 


New cold-making power! Level- 
cold — produced by the dependable 
Meter-Miser —keeps all foods safe, 
even in hottest weather. Tremen- 
dous reserve cold-making power 
means uniform temperatures al- 
ways, regardless of outside temper- 
atures. And you need never worry 
about the Meter-Miser—the sim- 
plest, yet most effective cold- 
making mechanism ever built. And 
only Frigidaire has it! 











Here is your Refrigerator . . 


. with new “Roll-to-You” 


shelves that put all food at your finger tips! —» 


What vouderful convenience! Every shelf 
res vut full length—easily, quickly, si- 
tently —on satin-smooth nylon rollers. No 
more “hide-and-seek” with back- shelf 


A completely automa 


foods. Pull-out Hydrators, too — sliding 
utility tray—even storage space on the 


door. More food within easy reach than 


in any other refrigerator made! 


tic Refrigerator... 


with new Cycla-matic Defrosting ! 


This newest kind of defrosting is doubly 
effective, because it’s tied in with positive 
moisture control, to end the twin annoy- 
ances of dripping walls and manual de- 
frosting. The Refrig-o-plate—and its 
refrigerated coils—attracts all excess 





moisture within the refrigerator. Then, 
as soon as the filmiest veil of frost ap- 
pears, it’s banished—like magic—without 
clocks, counters, timers or heaters. Sim- 
plest defrosting system known—and only 
Frigidaire has it. 


Frigidaire 


See your Frigidaire Dealer. Look for his name 


in the Yellow Pages of your phone book. Refrige 13€0 f? 


Frigidaire Products of Canada Limited, 


Leaside (Toronto 17), Ontario. 


SEE ALSO THESE OTHER NEW FRIGIDAIRES FOR 1952 
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Frigidaire reserves the right to change specifications, or discontinue models, without notice. 








: } ; . ; > 
te - j ae } oam| | 
= >. rt 
; hips ! ig 
. ; ~ \ Oe 
SR-88 SR-60 







































@ It’s great to be able to get real 
ringing coffee flavor in an “instants 
That’s why Instant Chase & Sanborn 
rings the bell with teen-agers and 
grown-ups, too. It’s made by real 
coffee people— backed by more than 
85 years’ coffee experience! Just 
add hot water—rich, full-flavored 
coffee is ready! 

You'll enjoy the saving, too! 
Instant Chase & Sanborn saves you 
so much time—so much trouble— 
so much money. (Up to 40¢ Ib. com- 
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The only thing | know anything about 
is hats.” 

Mrs. Elswythe was silent. 

“T feel as if I’d like to have a shop 
of my own someday. I mean it. I 
have the money. I can launch it. If I do, 
I’d like to have you with me.” 

Mrs. Elswythe studied Sally. 

“In time you may have your own 
place, if you want it enough,” she said 
finally. “But you have a great deal 
to learn first—that is if you want the 
right sort of shop, and want it to go.” 
She was thoughtful, then said, “How 
would you like to go to Paris with me 
next month for the openings?” 

“If I could”—Sally’s mouth trembled 
—if I could do something that matters 
to me, I think I can go on without 
Lew—if I must.” 


Sally let herself into the 
apartment as Inder put down the tele- 
phone. “Mr. DeWitt is having Miss 
Carey and Mr. Boland for dinner,” she 
said. She looked as if she would like 
to say something more but decided 
against it. 

“All right,” Sally said, and went to 
her room to dress. 

“Last night I would have suffered 
agonies of inferiority,” she thought. “I 
still feel my lack, but I don’t feel quite 
so futile.” 

Hy made the evening pleasant. Lew 
was moody, however. 

“He wants Dee to himself,” Sally 
thought. ‘“‘He can’t hide his love for 
her. I’m not sure how she feels. If 
she cares, she’s careful. If I had decided 
to work earlier it wouldn’t have changed 
his feeling for me. I’m not what he’s 


really needed at any time. If I told 
him I intend selling hats he’d ridicule 
me for all his talk of objectives, and Hy 
would howl!” 

It was odd knowing that, that she 
should feel firm about the idea. “I 
really want to do it,” she thought. 

Hy was talking about a Bracque he’d 
like to own. 

“I like the colors in Matisse,” Sally 
said, thinking of the incomparable pinks 
and blues. 

“Because you could use them on a 
hat,” Lew snorted. 

“Maybe.” Sally smiled, thinking, 
“Last night | would have been flat- 
tened. Last night I would have had 
no defense. Now | have. And a hat 
at that!” 

Her laughter irritated Lew. 

“Sally’s head’s her weak spot,” he 
said. 

Sally’s cheeks warmed. 

“All women like hats,”’ Dee defended. 

“You never wear them,” Lew said. 

“But I like them.” 

Sally found out what was wrong when 
Dee left. Hy preceded Dee, who 
lingered on the steps to call goodnight. 
It was then it happened. Dee turned 
too swiftly and stumbled. Hy caught 
her arm and kept her from falling, but 
her face twisted with pain. 

Hy helped her back to the apartment 
and the argument began. 

“We'll have a doctor look at your 
ankle and you'll stay here,” Lew 
directed. 

“ll do nothing of the sort,” Dee said 
flatly. “Hy will take me home.” 

Sally saw Lew’s face, then Dee’s. It 
was then she knew. Dee cared for Hy, 
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and Lew knew it. Sally listened to the 
round of talk, knowing Dee would leave 
in Hy’s arms. Knew too, after she had, 
that Lew was not reading in the library, 
when she herself had gone to bed, but 
pacing the floor in futility. 

“IT should be glad,’”’ Sally thought. 
“But what does it matter so long as he 
doesn’t love me?” 


Sally got up to a morning 
of taciturnity on Lew’s part, of petulant 
impatience when he was forced to speak. 
When he finally left for the office, she 
went out to the kitchen and told Inder 
what she was going to do. 

“I’m working at Thorne’s; in the hat 
department. Don’t tell Mr. DeWitt, 
please. | have big plans for the future.” 

Inder looked her approval. “I’m 
glad,”’ she said. 
Miss Sally.” 

Sally stopped at a florist’s and sent 
flowers to Dee. She wrote, “From Sally 
and Lew,” on the card. Lew would 
send his own, of course, but that didn’t 
matter. Dee knew he loved her. 

The end of the first day Sally left the 
store tired, but with no inner shrinking 
at the grey sky when she faced it. 

Lew did not come home for dinner. 

Sally called up Dee’s apartment and 
found Hy was with her. Her ankle was 
fairly comfortable. Lew was gone before 
she was up the next morning. There 
was a note in the first mail from Dee 
thanking them for the flowers, with an 
added line. “I have some wonderful 
news. Hy and I are going to be 
married,” 

Sally left it on top of the book Lew 
was reading. But she felt that he knew 
it was coming. 

The next weeks at home were strange, 
hard ones for Sally, but mercifully full 
at the shop. Women who bought hats 


“TI wish you success, 


were surprisingly confiding. It was 
diverting. There was the young girl 
with the healthy pink cheeks in a 
not-too-fine suit, awed a little by the 
price tags, yet wanting a hat for her 
wedding. 

“I’m going to be married in a suit 
and | want a really good one.” There 
was excitement in the bright brown eyes 
on Sally. 

Sally found one that cost a little less 
than most and was exactly right; one 
the girl could wear with confidence with 
the brown suit she proudly described 
and the orchid she would wear. It was 
a small Tudor-shaped hat of beige with 
a cut-petaled brim piped in brown 
velvet that rolled slightly, as if in 
obliging expectancy of the bridal kiss. 

The girl’s happiness infected Sally. 
They consulted about glovts and a fur 
scarf. It gave Sally a personal interest 
in the wedding and made her forget her 
own distress momentarily. 

And there was the customer, an older 
woman with tragedy in her eyes, in- 
directly admitting a slipping husband. 
Sally could have wept. Instead she 
found a toque of delicate pink feathers 
that. curving kindly, gave the tired face 
a gentle glow. 

And there were the customers who 
wanted hats for all the reasons in the 
book: to impress a rival, for a trip, a 
tea, a new costume, or just to own 
another. 

“That job is doing things for you,” 
Inder said, pleased. “You look surer of 
yourself than I ever have seen you.” 

“I’m glad I have it, too,” Sally said. 
Lew was so bitterly unaware of her the 
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past weeks her job was all that kept her 
going. 

It was the night Inder said that that 
Sally told Lew at dinner about her trip 
to the Paris openings. 

He volunteered that Dee was back 
at work on a crutch; also that she was 
going to be married in two months. 

“How about us taking a trip to the 
Virgin Islands? I’d like a change,” he 
said imperiously. 

“T’d have it if I were you,” Sally said. 
“But it’s out for me.” And realized 
the quiet authority of her manner; an 
unconscious Imitation of Mrs. Elswythe. 
“I’m going to Paris with my boss.” 

“With whom?” Lew said slowly, as 
if he hadn’t heard aright. 

““My boss,” Sally repeated. “I’ve had 
a job at Thorne’s for some time, in the 
hat department. I’m learning the hat 
business.” She said it without apology; 
said it, in fact, with a certain pride that 
made her stress the word hat. “Mrs. 
Elswythe, the head buyer, is taking me 
to Paris with her.” 

Then for Lew’s astounded silence. 

“Some not-too-distant day I’m 
launching a shop of my own.” 

“You’re not serious,”” Lew said. 

“| was never more so.” 


“Why, you never mentioned any of 


this to me.” 

“No,” Sally said, looking directly at 
him. “I never did. You'll probably 
meet some people you know on the 
Islands.” 

Lew looked back at her but said 
nothing. After dinner he sat holding 
a book he read indifferently. Once he 
looked across at her, their eyes meeting. 

“You’re the strangest person, Sally,” 
he said with disapproval. 

“Because I want to do something 
real?” Sally asked easily. 

“If you’d call it that,” dryly. “But 
you, of all people, on a business trip.” 

“Mrs. Elswythe’s just taking me with 
her. Later I'll go alone.” 

Lew shut his book with irritation and 
picked up another. “I’ve never heard 
of anything so harebrained. Right now 
I feel as if I didn’t know you at all.” 

“You could say that about almost 
anyone at times, couldn’t you?” Sally 
said calmly, quoting Hy. 

Lew was silent, then said, ““You mean 
to tell me you like working?” scep- 
tically. 

“T like what I’m doing,” Sally said 
firmly. “I think it’s going to fill my 
life so that I’ll never find it empty no 
matter what happens.” 

Lew hung over his book tn silence 
after that. 

Sally pretended to be asleep when he 
came to bed. 

“Did I dream what you said last 
night, or did you say it?” he demanded 
of her at breakfast. 

“If you mean about Paris, I said it,”’ 
Sally said. “Which of the islands had 
you in mind?” 

Lew looked huffed at the supposition 
he would go alone. “I haven’t decided,” 
he said aloofly. 

Sally sat a moment thinking, after 
Lew had gone. He had left the table 
and slammed out of the apartment 
abruptly. No called “‘good-by,” no “see 
you later,” only silence that could be 
a deepening hostility between them. He 
would get over Dee in time; people 
rebounded. If she weren’t here to bind 
up his wounds, what would happen? 
She didn’t know. But she did know 
with frightening exactness what would 
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happen if she were; if she renounced 
what she was doing. Lew would accept 
her presence again with a grain of 


comfort at first, then tedium would 
set in; with criticisms resumed, followed 
by boredom. No matter what came 
now, he was bound to know if at some 
future time they separated and he 
summed things up, that he had not 
married just a pretty girl with an empty 
head who liked to put hats on it. He 
would know he had actually married 
a girl with taste and some capabilities, 
even if they weren’t the kind he par- 
ticularly admired. 


it was a singular thing the 
way they lived together without sharing 
the living; a singular relationship. Using 
the same wide bed, Lew on his half, 
unheeding her, on hers. The space 
between them as impassable as a high 
stone wall. But sometimes Lew didn’t 
Sometimes in the night Sally 
woke with the odor of his cigarette 
drifting in the room and knew he had 
been restless, pacing the floor. 

Nothing broke through the barrier of 
their reserve, nothing changed at all 
between them until one night over 
dessert and coffee Lew said derisively, 


sleep. 


How 
many heads have you covered today?” 

Sally looked at him without rancor. 

“You know,” she said, “I’m beginning 
to discover the hats I sell aren’t worn 
on heads, they’re worn on women, and 
for different reasons. 
when you find out.” 

He ridiculed that. 

“Take today, the prettiest woman 
came in. Not more than thirty-eight, 
I’d say. She wanted something very 
very special for her fifteenth wedding 
anniversary. 

** ‘Something unusual about this one?’ 
I asked. 

“She looked at me a moment. 
eyes were so sad. 

“*Yes. Something unusual. This one 
will be the last. My husband doesn’t 
know yet, what the doctor has told me.’ 


“Well, how successful are you? 


It’s surprising 


Her 


UNSTEADY CHARACTER 


Continued from page 15 


“Character is right,” Marilou sniffed. 
“Steady, too. But who wants a stuffed 
shirt? Give me an unsteady character 
every time.” 

“All right,” her father retorted, “go 
ahead and be an old maid. You can 
stay home and help your mother.” 

“No Magnolia?” Barbara Wentley 
asked, in the gentle tone that usually 
preceded a sudden frost. 

“Magnolia, of course,” her husband 
said hastily. “But what with gardening 
and canning and taking care of chickens 
and things, there'll be plenty of work 
for all three of you.” 

“I see,” his wife said thoughtfully. 
“And while we’re working our fingers 
to the bone, what will you be doing? 
Supervising? From your hammock? 
Angel, I have news for you 

“Not at all,” Homer said. “I'll be 
plowing and cultivating and harvesting, 
and herding cattle—stuff like that.” 

“Mmmmm,” Marilou said. “I know 
you, kid. You've got this all planned, 
down to the last fence-post—and a 
house-plan already drawn.” 





“IT found exactly what she needed. 
She was beautiful in it. She looked like 
someone you would like to remember; 
someone warm, and kind, and lovely. 
I think she knew she did, because she 
thanked me especially when she left, as 
if she felt I had put something of myself 
into finding it.” 

Lew was quiet. 

Sally was glad she had told him, 
because they seemed closer that eve- 
ning, reading across the room from each 
other. 

After that she told him everything 
amusing or unusual that happened, and 
had the satisfaction of hearing him say, 
“That job has more of human interest In 
it than you’d think.” 

Then the time for her Paris trip was 
only a day away. Lew had takén her 
to the theatre and they came home 
quite companionably. They went to bed 
at the same time and the space between 
them seemed suddenly not a barrier, 
seemed suddenly not there at all, so that 
when Lew reached out an arm and 
pulled her over to him, Sally wasn’t 
surprised, 

“Even if you’re in business you’re 
still mine, you know, Sally,” he said, 
his full of the old tenderness. 
“We mustn’t let things come between 
us ever again. Only I wish you wouldn’t 
go to those openings. Drop the hats, and 
take a trip with me,” he pleaded. 

Sally’s heart cried “Yes,” but her 
head said, “‘No!’”’ Her head said, “Be 
true to yourself! You can’t live idly 
and hold your own, or Lew’s respect. 
Share your life generously with him, but 
stick to the hats.” 

“Make it when I come back and I'll 
go,” Sally said. 

“Sally, is this you?” he demanded. “1 
never dreamed you could be so pur- 
poseful.”’ 

“Don’t you like me this way?” Sally 
dared to ask. 

“What do you think?” Lew said, 
holding her closer, perhaps not fully 
understanding himself, how much he did 
care, nor why, but Sally was satisfied. 


\ oice 


“If he has,” Barbara cut in, “I’m 
going to change the kitchen.” 

“You know how he is,” Marilou said. 
“He’s probably bought a swatch of land 
somewhere. Already.” 

“Homer, have you?” Barbara asked. 

“No,” Homer denied, and then added, 
Lad ¥ . . , 

the confounded young idiot won’t sell. 
He has this perfectly beautiful little 
valley, exactly the kind of place I’ve 

| - , ” 
always wanted—and he won't sell. 


“Who is he?” Marilou asked. ‘How 
old is he?” 
“Some fellow named Davis. About 


twenty-five or so, I should imagine.” 
He eyed his daughter suspiciously. 

“Tt’s in the bag,” Marilou said. “You 
can haul out your plans right now.” 

“That’s what vou think,” 
grumbled. “This guy is tough.” 

“Pooh!” said Marilou. 

“Just where is this place?” Barbara 
asked, 

“It’s about ten miles beyond Pine 
Canyon—you remember where we had 
that picnic last fall?” 


Homer 


Barbara said, “I 
shuddered delicately. 

“Oh, 1 don’t know,” Marilou said. 
“It’s pretty country up in there, mama. 
And the road goes right by—” 


remember,” and 


“I’m only thinking of your safety, 
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Barbara,” Homer said, looking injured. 
“Of course, if it would make you un- 
happy—” He looked at his wife anxious- 
ly, and she reached across the table to 
pat his hand. 

“If it'd make you feel better,” she 
said, “I’d go live at the North Pole, 
and you know it. Bring on your cows!” 

Visibly relieved, Homer leaned back 
in his chair and relaxed, but only 
momentarily. Then he scowled. “But 
that son-of-a-gun won’t sell!’’ he said. 

“We can find another place,” Marilou 
said, but her father shook his head. 

“After you see this little valley,” he 
said, “no other place will do. I'll just 
keep trying—maybe | can wear him 
down.” He looked at his watch, which 
said ten o’clock. “How about taking a 
picnic lunch and going up there today?” 
he suggested. ““Just to look it over. 
Any objections?” 

“Oh, dear,” Barbara said, thinking. 
“Well, there’s cold ham, and peanut 
butter, and I could fill the jug with 
punch 

“We're being high-pressured,” Mari- 
lou said darkly. “He 
suckers for a picnic.” 

Homer grinned at her, a glint of mis- 
chief in his eyes. “Anybody that likes 
picnics as much as you two, isn’t going 
to mind living on a farm—especially a 
nice modern farm with all the trim- 
mings.” 

“Of course we wouldn’t mind, angel,” 
Barbara said, and rang for Magnolia. 
“It’s just the idea of changing—I must 
be getting old.” 

“‘Nonsense,”” Homer said firmly, fold- 


knows we're 


ing his paper. 
“This calls for jeans,’ Marilou said, 
and stood up. She started for her room, 


ey 
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Limited, 


then paused in the doorway to look back 
at her father. “You,” she said, “are 
just very, very lucky that we love you.” 

Homer grinned. “You’re telling me,” 
he said. 


Marilou sat on a rock and 
contemplated her parents with utter 
satisfaction—mama so little and cute 


and blond, and papa so dark and sort of 


homely in a nice way. She couldn’t hear 
what they were saying, but papa was 
plainly launched on a sales talk as they 
stood on the top of a little hill, two slim 
silhouettes against a blue, blue sky. 

As if he needed a sales talk — as if he 
didn’t know that mama would cut off 
her right hand for him, if he wanted 
her to. Anyway, the Davis character 
wouldn’t sell, so what was the point, 
beyond wishful thinking? 

Still and all, though, if papa wanted 
a farm, then he should have a farm, 
because papa was a duck and a lamb, 
and a sweet old thing. 

He was right, too—it was a beautiful 
spot, with fat, tree-studded hills curving 
gently down to make a green little valley 
where a line of willows marked the 
course of a creek. A creek in this arid 
country was something in the nature of 
a miracle. You could just picture a 
rambling adobe house on that shelf over 
there, where you could hear running 
water all the time. 

Her parents had wandered out of sight 


by now—maybe she ought to go look 
for them? Nonsense, they’d be all 
right— 


Marilou yawned prodigiously, slid 
down so that her back rested against 
the rock, and prepared to take a short 
nap. She was just in that delicious state 
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between waking and sleeping when she 


heard the thud of footsteps—she didn’t 
even notice how heavy they 
Shucks, she thought drowsily—now 
they’ll probably want to go home. Oh 
well, maybe I can sleep in the car 

“What do you think you’re doing 
here?” a masculine voice demanded, 
practically in her ear. 

Marilou opened her eyes and blinked 
the sleep away. She looked up, and said, 
“My goodness!” She scrambled to her 
feet, looked again, and said “Oh”—a 
flat little sound indicating deflation. 

The source of the voice was all right, 
even though quite obviously in a tizzy 
about something—a tall young man, 
dark and fierce and sort of homely, tn 
a nice way. He was dressed in faded 
denim, his high-heeled boots were dusty 
and his wide-brimmed hat was stained 
dark with sweat. He held in one hand 
the reins of a tall bay horse, and the 


were, 
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thumb of the other hand was hooked in 
the waistband of his pants. 
have been the hero of any 
movie—the better-type 


He could 
Western 


course. 

The only trouble was, there were two 
horses—and mounted delicately on the 
other one was a princess right out of a 
fairy tale. A princess, moreover, with 
steel in her blue eyes, and a glint in her 
bright-gold hair that was, Marilou felt, 
entirely the result of scientific know- 
how. Furthermore, she was wearing the 
tightest pair of riding pants Marilou 
had ever seen, and a sweater that had 
evidently been sprayed on. 

The young man said, “‘Well? I asked 
you a question.” 

Marilou shoved her hands into the 
hip pockets of her jeans and said, 
“Whose business is it?” 

The young man looked startled for a 
minute, then compressed his lips, evi- 
dently struggling for control. 

“Look,” he said. “I’m Whit Davis, 
and I happen to own this land. I don’t 
like trespassers.” 

“Davis,” Marilou said thoughtfully. 
So this was the character that refused 
to sell papa one little slice of land. 

“I’m Marilou Wentley,” she offered, 
but the name didn’t seem to register. 
“How much land do you own around 
here?” 

The haughty beauty said, ‘Miles 
and miles, dear. All complete with 
cows.” 

Whit Davis didn’t even glance around. 
He said, ““That’s Honey Barlow.” 

“From Hollywood,” the 
creature added. “I’m in the movies.’ 

Marilou acknowledged the introduc- 
tion and the information both with a 
small nod, and said to Whit Davis, 
“If you own miles of this country, seems 
to me it wouldn’t do you any permanent 


gorgeous 


, 


CHATELAINE—MAY, 1952 


Western, of 


damage for us to have a picnic under 
yne of your trees.” 

“Us?” he said, looking around. 

“My mother and father are here, 
too,” Marilou said. “They’ve gone for 
a walk at the moment. Making hideous 
footprints all over your precious land.” 

His ears turned slightly red and he 
took off his hat to run brown fingers 
through his hair. He was beginning to 
look harassed. 

He had nice hair, too, blue-black, 
with a little wave in it. Too bad he was 
all involved with Hollywood beauties 
whatever idea she’d had about going to 
work on him would have to be aban- 
doned, in the face of competition like 
this. 

On the other hand, what did this 
Honey have that Marilou didn’t have? 
In more moderate quantities, of course 


Marilou tilted her head 
and smiled at Whit, a little imp of 
mischief dancing in her blue eyes. “You 
were about to say something?” she en- 
quired sweetly. 

“Uh—” he said, watching her smile. 
Then he shuffled his feet a little and 
scowled. “I’m going to post this land,” 
he said loudly. ‘““There’ve been too 
many people coming up here to have 
picnics 


and find out where the cattle | 


are likely to be. Somebody’s been get- | 


ting in here with a truck and. stealing 
my cattle.” 

“Oh my!’ Marilou said, entranced. 
“Rustlers? Modern-style rustlers?” 

“Exactly,” he said grimly. “In broad 
daylight, too. I even saw their truck 
once, but it was too far away. I aim to 
put a stop to it.” 

“I should hope so,”’ Marilou said vir- 
tuously, and her parents chose that 
moment to come into sight. 


Seeing | 


visitors, they broke into a jog-trot, still | 


holding hands. “My parents,” Marilou 
said, nodding toward them. 

Whit Davis turned to look. 
seen that guy 
“Oh! Sure!” But he didn’t look as if 
remembering gave him any pleasure. 
In fact, he began to look downright 
tough. 

“Whoo!” Homer said, and Barbara 
Wentley said, “You took the words right 
out of my mouth!”” She smiled at Whit, 
an older version of Marilou’s smile, 
and glanced up at Honey. The smile 
didn’t waver, but it acquired a thin coat 
of frost. 

“This is Mr. Davis, Barbara,”” Homer 
said. “My wife. And I take it you’ve 
met my daughter.” 

Whit shifted his black look to Bar- 
bara, and grinned suddenly. If he 
hadn’t, if he’d been tough with mama, 
Marilou snarled to herself, he’d have 
had a rock busted over his head. 

He was being polite and introducing 
Honey Barlow, who was _ languidly 
charming. Oh well, you never knew 
what kind of girl a man would fall for 

These two were evidently on familiar 
terms, too—you could tell by the sort 
of matter-of-fact way they treated each 
other. Too bad— 

Well, darn it, it was too bad! This 
Davis character had something. He 
was a little like papa, in a way, yet not 
like him, either. 

“I don’t suppose you’d change your 
mind and sell me this piece of land?” 
Homer was saying. “I brought my 
family up to look at it—we’ve all fallen 
in love with this spot.” 

“No,” Whit said. “This was my 
father’s ranch, and it’s mine now, and 
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“Pye 
” he muttered, then, | 
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I aim to keep it all in one piece. To cut 


four hundred acres right out of the 


” 


middle of it 
“How much?” Homer asked, startled. 
“There’s about four hundred acres in 
this little valley,” Whit told him. 
Homer turned and walked off a few 
steps to look. “At how much an acre?” 
he said, preparing to do some mental 
arithmetic. 
“Land up here’s worth only about 
$25 an acre,” Whit said, and then added 
quickly, “but I’m not selling any.” 
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“Ten thousand,” Homer figured. 
“Well, it’s worth it.” 

“I tell you,” Whit said patiently, 
“I’m not selling.” 

“Miles and miles and miles,” Marilou 
said softly. “This is only a drop in the 
bucket, this four hundred—and papa 
wants it.” 

“You keep out of this,” Whit growled 
at her. 

“You get tough with me,” Marilou 
growled right back at him, “and papa 


will lower the boom on you. You get 
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tough with papa, and I'll bust you with 
a rock!” 

“How about mama?” he asked, al- 
most—but not quite—smiling. 

“We'd both land on you at once,” 
Marilou said promptly. 

“Huh!” he said, then added, “You 
look like her.” 

This was so obvious that Marilou 
ignored it—she’d been hearing it all her 
life. “Papa wants this land right here,” 
she said. “He’s determined to have a 
farm, and he won’t be happy anywhere 


Just in time for this blithest of Seasons, 
Birks presents an outstanding selection of 
Diamond Engagement Rings, Wedding Rings 
and Matched Pairs. We suggest you see them soon 
for each precious stone is of traditional Birks 


. each setting a new and exclusive design. 


BIRKS 


HAMILTON ¢ LONDON 





else.” She looked up at him and turned 


on her best smile— one that had left 
bigger and better men than this Davis 
hanging on the ropes. “‘Look,” she said, 
“vou wouldn’t miss just this—” 

“You cut that out,”” Whit yelled. “I 
said NO!” 

He wheeled and swung into his saddle, 
all practically in one motion. The next 
minute he was halfway to the road, and 
the big bay’s ears were laid back in 
indignant protest. 

Honey Barlow raised lacquered eye- 
brows at Marilou. “The man said no,” 
she murmured, looking amused. 

“Yeah,” Marilou said grimly. “I 
heard him.” 

She watched as Honey’s mount ambled 
toward the road, where Whit had pulled 
up to wait for her. Then she turned 
to her parents, who, having missed the 
low-voiced conversation, were looking 
somewhat startled. 

“He got mad at me,” Marilou said. 
“T tried to blandish him and he wouldn’t 
blandish worth a cent. He’s a stinker.” 

“Well, you can’t say I didn’t warn 
you,” Homer said mildly. Then he 
grinned. ‘““The sweater,” he remarked 
to the world at large, “is one of the 
noblest works of man.” 

“We'd better go home,” Barbara said. 

Homer had the last word. ‘That 
young man,” he said, “is what I’d call 
an unsteady character.” 

“You know,” Marilou said thought- 
fully, “I think you’re right.” 


That night, when she was 
supposed to be in bed, Marilou spent 
considerable time in floor-pacing and 
nail-chewing—pursuits that were en- 
She felt 
that the circumstances warranted put- 
ting in a little homework. 


tirely foreign to her nature. 


The problem, of course, was clear 

papa wanted this particular piece of 
land; therefore, papa should have this 
particular piece of land, Davis or no 
Davis. Only—and here was the rub 

how did you go about getting a man 
to sell some of his property when he 
so plainly didn’t want to sell? When 
he’d said, loudly and in front of wit- 
nesses, that he wouldn’t sell? 

If he was around much, maybe he 
could be worked on, but he wasn’t 
around, and wouldn’t be. Besides, the 
way he’d responded to Marilou’s very 
best smile, you’d think a wasp had stung 
him. Actually. Marilou sighed gustily. 
He was so nice-looking, in a way, and 
so grim, and so—exactly what the doctor 
ordered. Much too nice for that—that 

stuffed sweater! 

Marilou spent a few profitless minutes 
remembering the way his black hair 
glinted in the sunlight, and the way the 
corners of his mouth turned up when 
he smiled. He had a nice smile, too, if 
he’d just break down and use it more. 

But then why should he pay any 
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attention to Marilou Wentley, when he 
already had a girl? And such a gorgeous 
girl, at that—in the movies, yet! She 
certainly seemed to have the inside 
track, too. What chance would an 
amateur have against such competition? 

Marilou sighed again—there seemed 
to be an ache somewhere inside het 

and paced from the bureau over to 
the bed and back again, and gnawed 
her knuckles. There must be some way 
to soften him up! 

If she could think of something to 
do that would help him out—but he 
didn’t need any help. He was doing 
all right, if he owned that much land. 
These ranchers, you couldn’t tell—some 
of the richest of them dressed like 
saddle-bums when they were out on the 
range. What troubles would a man like 
that have? 

Rustlers! He’d mentioned rustlers, 
hadn’t he? In trucks, even. If some- 
body caught those rustlers for him, 
would he be grateful? That ts, grateful 
enough? Or would he prosecute the 
rustler-catcher for trespassing? It would 
be worth a try, anyway. 

With this somewhat shaky resolution, 
Marilou went to bed. 


The next morning early 
but early after a two - hour drive, 
Marilou found herself a good hiding 
place on top of a hill, and settled down 
to watch for rustlers. In trucks. She 
was equipped with two mystery novels, 
a canteen of water, a 30-06 rifle, and 
a couple of sandwiches in a paper bag. 
She was perched, not uncomfortably, on 
a big limb about halfway up a tall 
live-oak tree whose foliage provided 
shade as well as an effective screen. And 
she could see-out in all directions. 

This had seemed a good place: easy 
for a truck to get in and out, a watering 
trough where cattle gathered what 
more could any right-thinking rustle: 
ask? 

A better day, maybe—because Mari- 
lou waited and squirmed and brushed 
ants and mopped perspiration until the 
sun dropped behind the hills and dark- 
ness settled in the draw below her, and 
still no rustlers. She slid to the ground 
and trudged stiffly out to the road, 
where her coupé was parked behind 
some bushes. 

Oh, well, tomorrow was another day. 
This whole scheme might be foolish 
—probably was. Nevertheless, she 
would keep at it. After all, there 
had been tire tracks around that water- 
ing trough. Somebody had been there, 
and might come again. 

So she went back the next day, and 
the next. 

And that was the day that paid off. 

It was late in the afternoon, and 
several fat young steers had ambled 
down to the watering trough to get a 
drink. Marilou was watching them, 
trying to figure just how many steaks 
per steer, when she heard a motor 
change gears as it turned off the main 
road. It could be an innocent truck, 
of course, but what would it be doing 
cutting across country like this? She 
checked her rifle and waited. 

Farther down the road she caught a 
glimpse of a big truck that was just 
pulling off the road. Why two of them? 
She was trying to figure it out when 
a smallish red truck with an open body 
and an enclosed cab came into sight. 
It stopped at the foot of Marilou’s hill, 
and two men got out. 
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The place down there was in shadow, 
and she couldn’t see them clearly, but 
she watched narrowly as they stood 


looking over the placid steers. Then 
one of the men got a rope from the truck, 
shook out a loop, and dropped it neatly 
over the head of the fattest animal. The 
other man let down a ramp from the 
back of the truck, and in no time at 
all they had the protesting steer loaded 
and snubbed to a slat of the truck’s 
body. 

The two men climbed back into the 
cab, and the vehicle started to move, 
slowly and carefully. 

And just as slowly and carefully, 
Marilou took aim and put a bullet into 
the left rear tire. The truck lurched 
and came to an abrupt stop. By the 
time the two men were out of the cab, 
Marilou was halfway down the hill. 
Apparently the noise of the motor had 
covered the sound of the shot, and they 
evidenily hadn’t seen her, either—they 
were squatting at the rear of the truck, 
inspecting the damage, not looking for 
anybody. 

Marilou waited until she was fairly 
close, then she said, “Come out of 
that!”” in a loud voice. Too loud—it 
had just then occurred to her that she 
had caught two dangerous men out here 
miles from nowhere, and now what was 
she going to do with them? 

“This is the last rustling you’ll do 
for awhile,” she snarled at them, hoping 
they’d believe her. 

At the sound of her voice one of the 
men sat down hard on the ground, and 
turned to look. 
ever seen before 


He was no one she'd 
didn’t look a bit like 
rustlers in the movies . just a kid, 
actually. And then she turned her 
attention ‘to the other man, who had 
risen and was staring up at her with 
his fists planted on his hips. Marilou 
caught her breath in a little moan. 


It was Whit Davis! 


Marilou looked around des- 
perately. There was no place to go. 
She was standing on a barren hillside, 
the nearest tree the one back there at 
the top—no rocks to hide behind, no 
holes to crawl into 

Her first coherent thought was, “Well, 
now papa will never in this world get 
the farm he wants,-and all on account 
of his smart daughter.” 

Her next was, “Well, I did this 
I’d better get down there and do what 
patching I can. Whit’ll probably sue 
us for a million dollars, and I’ll have to 
work it out a nickel at a time!” 

She started down the hill. 

The boy had dragged tools and a 
spare tire from and 
getting ready to jack up the rear end 
of the truck by the time she reached 
the foot of the hill. Whit came to meet 
her, a black scowl on his face. 


now 


somew here was 


He said, “What’s the idea?” with no 
friendliness, and reached for her rifle. 
Marilou handed it to him meekly. 
“Can’t I pick up a beef for the cold 
room at the ranch,” he 
“without some—some—”’ 


demanded, 


“You said daylight rustlers had been 
getting your stock—in trucks,” Marilou 
broke in, and hated the quaver in her 
voice. “I thought—I mean, you told 
papa you wouldn’t sell, and maybe if 
I caught your rustlers She stopped. 
That sounded incoherent, she thought, 
not to say stupid, 

Whit turned his 


shoulders quivering. 


back on her, his 
He rubbed one 


brown fist hard across his mouth and 
turned to face her again, the scowl even 
more ferocious. 

Was he laughing at her? 
began to lose her temper. 

“Now look—” she began, but he 
broke right in. 

“If you caught the rustlers that have 
been getting my stock,” he said, choking 
slightly, “I’d soften up and sell papa the 
land he wants! Of all the lame-brained, 
blonde ideas! What made you think—” 
He stopped, then went off on another 
tangent. “Besides,” he said, “‘you might 
have shot one of us—or one of the 
animals.” 

“Nuts,” Marilou said flatly. Lame- 
brained blonde, yet! “What I shoot 
at, | hit. I thought some about shooting 
the rustlers—what I thought were the 
rustlers—and I wish now I had!”’ She 
glared at him, but he didn’t seem much 
impressed. “So I made a mistake—all 
right,” she said. “So I was dumb 
okay. I'll buy you another tire, and 


Marilou 
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Orris root, lavender 
In ribboned sachets 
Delicately scented 
All her days. 


Orris root, lavender—- 
Their wraith clings 

Lonely now, undisturbed 
Among my mother’s things. 


1 hope these noble, heaven-inspired 
rustlers steal you simply blind!” 

Well, that was that. All hope aban- 
don, ye who shoot tires out of trucks. 
Papa would just have to be disap- 
pointed. There were other valleys 
around here that would do just as well. 
Only thing was, Whit Davis probably 
owned them, too! She wanted, most 
unreasonably, to cry. About poor 
farm, of course—but mostly 
because of the way Whit was looking 
at her. And that was a jolting thought, 
if you had time to examine it. 

She didn’t. Whit blinked a time or 
two, then began to grin. “We'll see 
about this,” he said. ‘Women who 
brag,” he said, and glanced around. 
Then he pointed to a rock on top of 
a little hill to the right. “See that 
ground squirrel sitting on that rock?” 
he said. Marilou looked, and nodded. 
Whit handed her the rifle. ‘Knock 
it off,” he said. 

Marilou was shocked. 
little thing,” she protested. 

“Poor little thing, phooey!’’ Whit 
said. “If you’re going to live on a farm, 
you'll have to learn. Those poor little 
things cost me hundreds of dollars every 
year. Go ahead—knock it off. Stop 
stalling.” 

Marilou lifted the gun and sighted 
briefly. “Okay, but I still don’t see 
what that—” she pulled the trigger and 
the rodent tumbled—‘“has to do with 
it,” she finished, and ejected the spent 
shell. 

“Ouch,” Whit said, and looked at her 
with something like respect. 

“Wait,” Marilou said. “Listen!” The 
sound came to them clearly—a starter 


papa’s 


“That poo! 
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grinding somewhere behind that little 
hill. “I thought that other truck was 
with you, but if you’re not really 
rustlers at all—” 

“Other truck!” Whit groaned. “Now 
she tells me!” He started to run, 
flinging an order back over his shoulder. 
“Bring the guns, Jimmy.” 

Marilou was right behind him when 
he reached the rock where the ground 
squirrel had been. “Get down,” he said, 
and they crawled the last few feet, until 
they were able to peer cautiously around 
the rock. 

Below them, a big truck was just 
getting traction in the loose dirt. 
“That’s the one,’”” Whit said. “All that 
shooting must’ve scared them. Now, 
Marilou Wentley, if you want to shoot 
a tire, shoot that one.” 

“Wait till they hit that ditch,” Mari- 
lou said, lining up her sights. She fired, 
and the truck lurched dangerously. She 
fired again, getting the other tire on 
the same side, and the truck—already 
off balance in the ditch—crashed over on 
its side. Marilou jacked another shell 
into place and got ready to shoot again, 
if she had to. 

Whit said, “Baby, that was swell!” 
He flung an arm across her shoulders 
and squeezed hard—and the gun went 
off. A quarter of a mile away a cow 
gave a startled snort and began to run. 

“What’s the idea?” Whit yelped, and 
stood up. “Watch where you point that 
thing. You might have killed that cow!” 

Marilou jumped to her feet, suddenly 
furious. “That’s a man for you!” she 
snapped. “Any idiot ought to know 
enough not to shove a person around 
like that, when she has a loaded gun 
all ready for action.” 

“Idiot, is it?” Whit said. “Well, 
nobody but an idiot would hold a gun 
with one finger on the trigger. Besides, 
I wasn’t shoving you around. I was 
just—uh—going to—”’ He stumbled to 
a halt, apparently unable to decide just 
what he had been trying to do. Neither 
of them noticed Jimmy dart past, a gun 
in each hand, heading for the overturned 
truck. 

Because right then, with the look of 
a man at the end of his rope, Whit 
scooped her off her feet and kissed 
her. After a startled moment Marilou 
dropped her gun and co-operated. 

“Hey, you guys up there,” Jimmy 
yelled. “Break it up!” 

Good old Jimmy, with his two re- 
volvers, had taken over. Marilou, very 
pink, had forgotten for the time being 
that there were such things as cattle 
thieves. . She picked up her rifle and 
followed Whit down the slope. 

Whit took one of the revolvers from 
Jimmy, giving the two battered, but 
apparently unhurt, prisoners no more 
than a glance. Jimmy had them pinned 
down, anyway, with a big mean-look- 
ing .45. 

Whit turned to Marilou and said, 
“We'll handle these guys. You get on 
home, Marilou, and phone for the sheriff 
first chance you get, will you?” 

The casual brush-off, just like that! 
Marilou said, “Oh, sure. Absolutely. 
I'll do that!” Well, she thought, stalk- 
ing off toward the road and her car, 
this is the only sensible thing to do 
—but he needn’t have been so casual 
about it. As if there’d never been that 
kiss on top of the hill. 

He didn’t even say please. 
showed you— 

What it showed was not quite clear. 


It just 
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She’d dropped her gun in the dirt, 
too, like a dope. Grit in the mechanism 
—it’d take her an hour to get it clean. 
Should have hung onto it. Shot him 
with it, maybe. 

Marilou had lost all interest in rustlers 
—right now she wanted nothing so much 
as to get home, take a bath, and try 
to untangle her feelings. That big jerk! 
What right did he have to kiss her like 
that when he already had a girl? Prob- 
ably one of those fast-and-loose boys, 
to whom a kiss was no more than a pat 
on the back! 

Well, she’d caught his rustlers for 
him—or helped, anyway. That still 
wasn’t enough to make him want to 
sell papa his precious little farm. She 
should have let the whole thing alone 
—now she’d gummed the whole works. 

She’d get him another tire, first thing 
in the morning—heap coals of fire on 
his head. And then forget the whole 
thing. If she could. 

If that cow’d been really hit, it 
couldn’t have taken off like that. Big 
fuss about nothing— 

She stopped at three isolated houses 
before she found one with a telephone. 


Marilou was still feeling all 
tangled up when she emerged for break- 
fast the next morning. She had dressed 
carefully, though, in a simple, pale-blue 
eyelet number, with white sandals on 
her bare brown feet. She’d have to ask 
papa about a tire— 

Homer whistled appreciatively. 
“Going somewhere?” he asked. 

“It’s a nice day,” Marilou said ab- 
sently, and poured a generous dollop of 
cream into her coffee. 

“Nice day for what?” her mother 
asked. “Driving?” 

“Why not?” Marilou said, adding 
sugar. She tasted the concoction and 
set it down quickly. She always drank it 
black—what was the matter with her? 

She glanced up at her mother to see 
if she’d noticed. She had. Another 
thing, her father wasn’t reading the 
paper—in fact, there was no paper in 
sight. They were both watching her. 

Well, you couldn’t live through a 
rather shattering experience without 
having it show, Marilou thought. 

Homer poured her coffee into his own 
cup and passed the empty to his wife 
for a refill. Barbara took the cup out to 
the sink, rinsed and dried it herself, 
brought it back and filled it, and set 
it back on Marilou’s saucer. All without 
a word, 

Silence at the Wentley breakfast table 
was an unheard-of thing. There was 
an air of waiting. Where had she been 
off to the last few days? What had 
she been doing, going off in jeans and 
equipped with a deer rifle? They had 
worried. Obviously. 

They wouldn’t ask, though, Marilou 
knew. They never asked. 

“I have to buy a tire,” she said. ‘For 
a truck.” 

“Ts that all?” Homer asked, sounding 
relieved. “I was beginning to think it 
was something serious.” He didn’t even 
ask whose truck. 

So Marilou, putting busy little pleats 
in her napkin, told them what she’d been 
up to, and why. All of it—except that 
one small interlude on top of the hill. 
“So now you know,” she finished miser- 
ably. “Your idiot daughter has gone 
and spoiled everything for you.” 

“Not necessarily,” Homer said, a 
little too heartily. “And if you have, 
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vhat of it? We'll find something cise. 

“I don’t see,” Barbara mused, “why 
you should pull a trigger accidentally. 
You’ve never @one such a thing before.” 

“Oh,” Marilou said, not looking at 
anybody, “he—shoved me.” She turned 
pink and started pleating her napkin 


“He pushed me,” she mumbled, 


again. 


: ; 
and glanced up in time to catch the look 
that passed between her parents. 

“it must have been,” Barbara said 


gently, “quite a push.” 


Marilou eyed her mother doubtfully, 
and then, pinker than ever, she grinned. 
She might as well stop trying to fool 
“It was,” she admitted. “It 
certainly was 


people. 
The doorbell rang. 

Everybody glanced at the clock. 
“Ejight-thirty,” Homer said. “Who—?” 

“It’s only Thursday,” Barbara said. 
“It can’t be the egg man.” 

Marilou went to the breakfast-room 
door, where she had a clear view of the 
street front 


through a window. She 


ck and sat down. “It’s a big 
grey car,” she said. “Probably some- 
body for you.” Homer sighed and put 
down his napkin, grumbling. 

They could hear Magnolia at the door, 


camc 


and other voices—there were two of 
them, a man and a woman. 

And then Magnolia, large and placid, 
came into the breakfast room, announc- 
ing as she came, “Miz Davis and Mistuh 
Whit Davis. You'll need some mo’ cof- 
fee.” She whisked the coffeepot off the 
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table and departed toward the kitchen. 

And there was Whit, in slacks and 
sport jacket, looking absolutely wonder- 
ful. A little pale, but wonderful. 

He said “Good morning” to Barbara 
and Homer, and then looked at Marilou 

~and kept on looking. “This is my 
mother,” he said. 

There was a woman with him, a tall, 
fortyish woman who looked so much 
like him she couldn’t be anybody but 
his mother. 

Homer was standing, and there was 
a wave of introductions and invitations 
and the small bustle of getting people 
seated and providing them with napkins 
and ash trays. No, thank you, they’d 
had breakfast before they left the ranch. 
At dawn, practically. Yes, thank you, 
another cup of coffee would be just fine. 

“I’ve never seen you in a 
before,’ Whit said softly. “I wanted 
my mother to meet you,” he 
Everybody was looking at them now, 
and Marilou felt like a bug on a pin. 
Whit, of course, hadn’t looked anywhere 
else. 

Why should she think of course? Well, 
naturally, because Whit belonged to her! 
The way mama and 
together. 


dress 


said. 


papa belonged 

It wasn’t something you had to reason 
out—you just knew, suddenly, and it 
was knowledge that made you feel all 
warm and happy inside, and very sure 
of yourself. 

She smiled at Whit, and put it all 
into her eyes. You could just see him 
relax, and the way he smiled back at 
her 

He knew it, too. He’d probably 
known it first, bringing his mother down 
here this morning and all. If only there 
weren’t so many people! 


Marilou looked around at 
all the unnecessary people, and dis- 
covered that all three parents 
looking wet-eyed and sentimental. 

“Well, for goodness sake!” she said 
indignantly. ‘“‘What’s so grim?” 

And then everybody was laughing, 
and drinking fresh coffee, and talking a 
mile a minute. 

“We brought Honey down to the 
train,” Mrs. Davis said, and added 
ruefully, “Honey was a mistake.” 

“They were all a mistake,”’ Whit said. 
“All those Hollywood starlets you kept 
throwing at me.” He looked accusingly 
at his mother. “My mother’s in the 
movies,” he said. 


were 


“Of course,” Barbara cried happily. 
“Molly Davis! I should have known.” 

“Stupid,” Molly Davis said. “I’m 
stupid. I thought he’d be happier if 
he got married, up there on that ranch 
and all, so I kept bringing up the 
prettiest girls I could find.” She looked 
at Marilou, who was wearing no make-up 
except a little lipstick. ‘I should have 
known better,” Molly finished. 

Why was everybody beaming at her? 
Marilou wondered. They couldn’t pos- 
sibly know the secret that had been 
exchanged between Whit Davis and 
Marilou Wentley or could they? 

Whit shuffled his feet nervously. “Uh 

that land,” he said to Homer. “Pretty 
rocky. Not much good for a farm. I’ve 
been thinking—if you really want it 
ten dollars an acre is plenty.” 


Homer blinked, and then said, “Hey! 
If 1 want it! Of course I want it! Are 
you sure?” 

“Plenty,” Whit said firmly. 

“Wait a second,” Homer said, and 
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got up. “I'll show you.” He left 
nurriedly, 

“What's all this about a farm?” 
Molly Davis asked curiously. 

Barbara said, “They’re going to drop 
an atom bomb right on this house. Any 
minute now.” 

“Oh,” Molly said. “‘Whit’s father was 
like that.” 

Homer came rushing back with a 
house plan, all neatly done in red and 
black ink. He pushed plates and cups 
aside and spread it on the table. “Here,” 
he said happily. “Look here. Here’s 
the living room, looking out over the 
creek.” 

Whit stood up and pulled Marilou to 
her feet. He had that look on his face 
again, like a man who had reached the 
end of his rope. 

and over here we'll have the bed- 
rooms, the master bedroom here, see, 
and Marilou’s room right next to—” 

“What’s that?” Whit interrupted. 
“Whose room?” 

“Marilou’s.” Homer looked at him 
enquiringly. “Her room.” 

Whit caught Marilou’s hand and 
pulled her to the door. “Don’t bother,” 
he said. “I'll take care of that.” 


HOME DECORATING 


Continued from page 22 


The most important single thing in 
decorating is color—yet every individual 
sees color through his or her own eyes, 
and our personalities “‘color” our taste 
in color. A vivacious excitable woman 
may prefer bright colors around her 

although she might be better off amid 
quiet tones, and her family would prob- 
ably welcome them. A girl of less 
exuberance may surround herself with 
soft colors—although she may be the 
very person to benefit from a touch of 


color. 


Guide to Color 


The study of color has been raised 
to a science, and even in decorating your 
own home you can get involved with 
color charts and wheels which show 
“primary colors,” “secondary colors” 
and “tertiary colors’—but there is a 
much simpler way. 

Use your color as nature does and 
you can’t go wrong. 

In spring nature’s soft greens, yellows, 
pale blues and mauves, the flesh tones of 
blossoms, are hopeful alive colors that 
make you feel extraordinarily happy. 
These colors used in your house will 
give you the same effect. 

Summer colors and those of autumn 
are bright warm colors which are won- 
derful to use in Canada where many of 
our months are grey and cold. 

If nature wants to chill you she not 
only does it with ice and snow but by 
surrounding you with blues and stark 
whites, tans and greys. So if you want 
to give summer rooms winter coolness 
remember nature’s way. 

But remember, too, that at the end 
of a winter day when work is supposed 
to be over, nature takes compassion on 
the cold landscape and with her sunset 
brings a warm cheering glow to the 
world. Make sure when your lights go 
on in your “cool” room that they make 
for mellow relaxation just as nature 
does. Let your lamp shades shine pale 


CHATELAINE—MAY, 1952 








You dent have to at enthe, pranut, p 


to be a Success! 













Just relax in Wonderful Warner’s and you'll 
always be right in front. Many Warner bras 
have that friendly stretchable feature again 
for support that is ‘always a hug. . . never 
a tug’. Choose a bra you'll love to go round 
with from dozens of styles. All have 
adjustable closing. All are pure 

Warner Wizardry! From about $2.00 to 
about $11.50 at better stores everywhere. 


har ok Held- Warner’s wed their 3-Way-Sized Strapless Bras to your 
We ‘ ; 


form so beautifully .. . with just a whisper of wiring 
and bend-easily boning. [Illustrated ; silky broadcloth and 


Fustdon Seng fv Medien ee he 


Warner’s stretchable A’Lure bras keep in tune with 
every move you make and the comfort is sheer music 
to your body! Illustrated: nylon marquisette, 

satin and satin elastic. 


Nome Band ! 


Warner’s Sta-Down Band? has the best name of all for 
smooth fit, and this A’Lure Lovely has the famous 
stretchable cup feature, too. [llustrated: satin elastic 
and nylon marquisette. 


TtExclusive with Warner's. 





Foundations and Bras 


World-Famous Le Gant* + Sta-Up-Top* 
A'lure* «+ “Free Lift” + Redfern* 


PARISIAN CORSET MFG. CO. LTD. 
Quebee + Montreal + Toronto 


“TRADE MARK REGISTERED. 


53 














alongside the picturesque Italian lakes. 


Tourists enjoy large reduction on railroad 
fares and on the price of gasoline by buy- 
ing “Travel at will” railroad tickets and 


Tourist gasoline coupons. 











Enchanting visits for rest, sport and gaiety 








Information from 
ITALIAN STATE TOURIST OFFICE-ENIT 
Iniernational Aviation Building 
1080 University Street, MONTREAL, Que. 
or all Travel Agents 





54 











yellow or soft pink onto your white and 
blue. 

Nature works all sorts of color magic 
that man can borrow. There’s nothing 
more soothing than the “ceiling” you 
see as you stare upward in a leafy forest 
—which is why dentists’ offices are done 
in soft greens. A red maple or a slender 
birch commands your attention against 
a green hillside—and that’s why so 
many signs are red and white. Just 
as mountains seem farther away on a 
grey day than they do on a clear day, 
so you can push walls back by using 
greyish tones in your colors. 





Look to a Lake 


When we say go to nature for color 
guidance, we don’t mean to go into a 
park where some human being has been 
taking liberties with nature—surround- 
ing red cannas with purple and orange 
and pink calliopsis! Look to natural 
landscapes for infallible color harmonies. 

For instance, look at a lake on a 
bright day . . . The varying blues of 
the water as the lapping waves come 
up to the soft sand shore. The accent 
of white that edges the scallop border 
the waves make on the beach. The 
lovely streaks of green a little off from 
shore . . . Tbere’s a color scheme to use 
in rooms filled with sunshine. 

Or look at the ground when you walk 
in a wood, deep brown and green with 
spring flowers brilliant on it. Keep your 
own rooms in tones of one color if your 
floor glows with the many hues of an 
oriental rug or a flowered carpet. 

As one example of how colors can be 
drawn from nature in decorating a 
room, look at the redecorated living 
room in the top picture on page 20. 
We began with the idea that one single 
flower of any color, from a simple field 
daisy to a sophisticated orchid, will 
always have beauty when it stands 
against its own dark green background 
of either lawn or leaf, bright in the 
sunlit air. 

Our yellow-white walls and ceiling 
are the sunlit air. The dark green of 
the rug, and the painted furniture are 
the green lawn and foliage. The pink 
geranium in the slip covers, the cush- 
ions and small chairs, is our flower that 
blooms alone. 

If your personal preference is for 
delphiniums rather than geraniums, 
that’s fine. If you use blue instead 
of the pink geranium color it won’t be 
as warm but it will be lovely, and one of 
the reasons you like delphiniums bet- 
ter is probably that they will not 
show as bright against the green as 
the geraniums. You can’t miss with 
nature, 


Jigsaw Game 


But you can miss if you don’t apply 
nature’s color combinations in proper 
room proportions, which is where those 
color patches will come in handy that 
you are going to start saving in your 
envelopes. We built up the color scheme 
for our room on page 20 from the color 
patches reproduced in the strip on the 
facing page. But we first tried out and 
discarded a lot of other colors, each 
time putting them together in experi- 
mental combinations in the home deco- 
rator’s “jigsaw puzzle” shown at the 
bottom on the strip. 

The color patches you will beg from 
paint dealers or clip out of magazines 
and scraps of cloth—whenever you see 
a hue you think may be right for the 


room you plan to make over. But the 
important thing is to cut out your 
patches in proper proportions, depend- 
ing on where you want to use the 
particular color. 

In any room you have no less than 
eight different color areas to plan for. 
These areas are your walls, floor, ceiling, 
draperies, sofas (or beds) large chairs, 
small chairs and accessories — such as 
lamps, cushions, pictures, vases, etc. 
Cut out your color patches according 
to the relative size and importance of 
each color area. Note that the ceiling 
patch is smaller than the floor patch, 
in the color strip on page 21, because 
while actually equal in area no ceiling 
plays quite so important a part as the 
floor in any room. 

The color patches in our strip, in fact, 
will prove a handy guide in cutting your 
own to proper proportions so that when 
you start making your “jigsaw puzzles” 
you will indeed be able to visualize your 
projected room in miniature. Every 
time you pounce on a new color some- 
where, you will want to start pushing 
your patches around again in different 
combinations. 

When you finally work out a combina- 
tion that pleases you and your family, 
the next step is to make an enlarged 
set of colored patches—the largest about 
a foot square—borrowing a watercolor 
set from one of your children for the 
purpose, and matching colors exactly 
with your experimental patches. You 
do this for two reasons: seeing the 
colors in larger areas will act as a double 
check on your own satisfaction, and you 
will avoid driving clerks and paint 
dealers to distraction by asking them 
to match a microscopic sample. 

If you are going to feature a chintz, 
you will have to start shopping for it 
as soon as you have your basic color 
scheme complete for walls, ceiling and 
floor—taking your large color patches 
with you. And if you can’t quite find 
a chintz to match the exact shades or 
tenes of your color areas it will be easier 
to alter your scheme by toning or 
shading your walls to the fabric. 

In order to work out a truly effective 
color plan, of course, you will want to 
canvass thoroughly the varying treat- 
ments which today can be given to 
walls, ceilings and floors. And there 
are also tricks to be learned about 
applying color and pattern to make the 
most of every room. 


Wall and Ceiling Treatment 


Castle walls in ancient times were 
literally “stone cold” and were hung 
with handmade tapestries or paneled 
in wood to make things a little cosier. 
Today in our centrally heated homes 
we poor souls of the twentieth century 
are driven to decorating our walls in 
“cool” colors. 

We are truly to be envied in the 
variety of wall treatments from which 
we can now choose. In some strikingly 
modern homes exterior stone walls run 
right indoors to become interior fireplace 
walls. Plywood paneling provides other 
new and interesting effects, particularly 
for informal spots like recreation rooms. 
But a great variety of effects may be 
obtained with the more usual plaster 
walls, thanks to the keen competition 
between paint and wallpaper manufac- 
turers. As paint companies put more 
and more attractive paints on the mar- 
ket, wallpaper becomes more practical 
—more washable, and nonfading. The 
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homemaker reaps the many benefits. 

Here are some of the treatments you 
may use on your walls: 

Water paints as we have known them 
in past years are still on the market 
but are becoming almost as outdated 
as whitewash. While they freshen up 
rooms inexpensively and may be applied 
by brush or spray, for real beauty and 
practicability they have been replaced 
by: 

Rubber-base and plastic paints. These 
may be applied on new or old surfaces, 
over paper or paint. They are beautiful 
in hue and so simple to apply that the 
amateur can do a professional-looking 
job with either brush or roller. (Rollers 
may now be obtained which screw onto 
standard mop sticks for high ceilings.) 
If allowed to cure for thirty days after 
application, these paints are washable. 
They may also be used as a sealer on 
new or old plaster, two coats being 
equivalent to the old method of sealer 
and two coats. This same sealing 
quality in the paint also makes it most 
difficult to remove wallpaper that has 
been painted over. It is always wise to 
remove paper first if you would save 
labor or expense in the long run. 

Note that in painting over wallpaper 
with any type of paint, the day comes 
when you have to remove the paper. 
This job is more laborious to do or more 
expensive to have done if paper has been 
sealed to walls with painting. Ther« 
is no real economy to halfway measures 
if you are the owner. Paper should be 
removed before you start a job if you 
want long-time success and effect. 

Oil paints may now be procured in 
any hue of the rainbow thanks to the 
development of foolproof mixing meth- 
ods by which you simply empty ready- 
measured tubes or small cans of color 
according 
to the manufacturer’s preset iption. Note 


into a can of “base white 


that you require a different base depend- 
ing whether you want flat or 
finish. 


glossy 
Ready-mixed paints are alco 
available in increasing variety, {rim flat 
to highly enameled finishes. 

Thoughtful, artictic Ce- 
signing is helping wallpaper to regain 


Wallpaper. 


t lost for a while to 
paint. Special papers are created to give 
you the perfect background for either 


an ultramod 


the popularity 


ern room or a period one. 
Marbelized papers and paper photo- 
graphed from wood paneling now pro- 
vide you with beautiful paneled effects. 
Some of these papers have a surface that 
is really washable, and with soap suds 
too. 

Material wall covering. If you rent 
your house or flat and your landlord 
won't do one thing for you and you 
don’t want to do one thing for him, 
this treatment is your salvation. Nail 
a one-inch board to the wall up at 
the ceiling and from this hang either 
pleated or gathered material. It may 
be stretched tight, if you wish, by 
installing another board at baseboard 
level. You can take down the material 
for washing or dry-cleaning, and take it 
with you when you go. 

Cork, fibreboard, plywood and leatber- 
ette are all increasingly popular wall 
coverings. 

Warning note: While you’re at it buy 
an extra roll of paper or an extra quart 
of paint mixed to the tone you are 
using, and put it away for emergencies. 
A bad crack, woodwork pulling away 
from plaster, a bottle of ink splashed 
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on the wall—any of these things can 
mar your whole room if you aren't 
prepared to render first-aid later on. 

In decorating your walls by any of 
these methods, there are tricks you can 
employ to camouflage awkward dimen- 
sions. (See sketches on page 22.) 

If the ceiling is too low, a patterned 
paper running in vertical stripes will 
seem to shove it higher—and painting 
the ceiling light in tone, and greyed, will 
make it recede. 

If the ceiling is too bigh to your taste, 
painting it a darker color will “bring 
it down,” particularly if you continue 
the color down three inches on the 
walls. This is simply a hint taken 
from nature, for grey clouds seem to 
hang much lower than light clouds at 
the same altitude. Another device to 
“lower” your ceiling is to have a yard- 
high dado (or horizontal panel) running 
about the walls. (Use paint, paper or 
wood paneling.) 

If vour room is too small “push out” 
the walls by greying whatever color you 
use. (Remember those hills that recede 
under a dull sky.) 

If vour room is too large for the 
furniture, you have, nature offers an- 
other idea. The prairie which spreads 
endlessly from your train window seems 
to shrink where fences crisscross it and 
trees and buildings cluster. Use a dado 
for your fence and populate the walls 
with pattern. 

If your room is too wide “pull in” the 
end walls with a twelve- to eighteen-inch 
border below the ceiling. 

If your room is too narrow give the 
narrow wall breadth by stretching bands 
of color across it—like the banners 
of color strung across a limitless eve- 
ning sky. 


Floor Treatment 


Floors like walls have come a long 
way since the days when aristocrats 
lived in castles and palaces and walked 
on marble, mosaic and marquetry, while 
the poor walked on floors of mud, 
Today you can still have marble and 
tile if you choose, or inlaid woods. But 
the good news is that everyone can 
achieve almost any desired effect at 
reasonable cost in a warm, practical, 
good-looking surface. The smallest 
kitchen in the country can have a 
floor of marbelized design in linoleum 
or tile. 

If you hav e softwood floors and can’t 
replace them, scrape them clean and 
start working them up to a soft glowing 
finish. 

If they are so beaten up by long years 
of misuse that it is impossible to recap- 
ture the natural color, paint them the 
tone you would have chosen for a 
carpet. Splatter color on them for 
functional beauty. Paint a rug on a 
floor to make it shrink in size—and if 
you can’t paint and still like the idea 
go and buy some stencils at any paint 
shop and stencil them. So simple the 
children can help. 

If your hardwood floors are that 
unnatural high yellow finish and you 
would like to make them softer and 
more livable buy some of the new wax 
that is colored with mahogany, walnut 
or maple dye. Use this every time you 
polish your floors and they will soon 
assume a softer, darker tone. 

Floors look much larger if they run 
uninterruptedly from wall to wall. You 
may use linoleum, cotton carpeting, jute 
carpeting (once only acceptable on ver- 
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“do make -up mistakes conceal 


po Va Cea 


Every woman knows hew important beauty 
aids are to her appearance. But are make- 
up mistakes concealing, instead of revealing, 


your true beauty? 


Te be sure of bringing out your true loveli- 
ness...to learn sensible skin care—see your 
personal Beauty Counselor, She will help 
select the beauty aids that de most for you! 


Prove that new charm and beauty can 


be yours! At no cost, in your own home, 


ee try for yourself the complete skin care 
% + i and make-up you need. No other way 


ean you have this proof! No other way 





can you so conveniently try before you buy! 


If you do not know how to reach your Beauty 
Counselor, fill in and mail this eoapon today. 


Aecepind for advertising im the 
Canadian Medical Association Journal 


CZ ay unscle oe 


Try before you buy... 


BEAUTY COUNSELORS OF CANADA LIMITED 
WINDSOR, ONTARIO 


| WOULD LIKE TO KNOW MORE ABOUT BEAUTY 
COUNSELORS. | AM OVER 21. 
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Pride, new Johnson’s Wax discovery, gives the 
richest, longest lasting wax lustre you've 

ever seen on wood. No rubbing! 

Yes, it’s as easy as it sounds. All 
Your furniture’s not just polished, it's waxed 


you do is spread Pride on your furniture 
let it dry wipe lightly 

beautitied by the richest, longest-lasting wax lustre you've ever seen 
No need co clean first —Pride contains its own cleaning ingredient. Dusting’s 
easier because Pride contains no sticky oils. And that tough wax film gives 
real protection against spilled foods, water, milk, even hot liquids. Try 
Pride today. Get it wherever you buy your other Johnson's Wax products. 











By the makers of Johnson's Wax... 
“Johnson's” and Pride” are trademarks of S. C. Jobnson & Son, Ltd, 
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RED LILAC. 


A new Lenthéric fragrance 
... fresh as springtime! 





andas but now dressed up to come right 
into the living room) or our own lovely 
warm broadloom or stripping. 

If your rug is a little worn in one 
spot you are in luck this year. Scatter 
rugs are back as interest points. Some 
of the modern designers are making 
beautiful abstract designs for these small 
rugs and your own small orientals or 
hooked rugs or cotton rugs are all good. 
Exactly how they should be used and 
placed will be shown in subsequent 
articles as we deal with 
rooms. 

If you are using small rugs on plain 
flooring they are too hazardous without 
an undermatting of the new plastic 
netting which can now be reasonably 
purchased in any rug department by 
the yard. 


Treating oriental rugs with anything 


but reverent respect seems criminal to 
many people. However, if the oriental 
you have doesn’t tie into your room 
scheme it becomes a problem rather than 


| a poem. Oriental rugs may be bleached. 
| They emerge soft shades of their former 


vibrant colors. 
Floor Camouflage 


Nature also offers ideas for camou- 


individual | 





| 
| 


LOOK YOUR BEST 





Hm a 
oul of acl 


flaging floor features, just as it does for | 


walls, 

Plain carpeting in your room creates 
space which a patterned one does noe. 

Rugs with borders reduce the size of 
your floor in appearance and add for- 
mality, just like a lawn bordered with 
flowers. 

Neutral rugs do not show up specks 
of dirt, just as scattered shells are not 
readily visible on a sandy beach. But 


Prnctiss AT 


HAIR NETS 


save the premium coupons 


a rose would not be as beautiful in the | 


sand as it is in its own natural back- 
ground of green leaf and lawn. Darker 
colors in rugs are not so practical but 
their effect is more dramatic and they 
offer a better background for color. 


Remember this when you are thinking 


about your floors in relation to your 
walls. When nature has a lot of pattern 
on the ground she has less on her 
“walls.” 
time slopes are covered with multi- 
colored flowers, but the valleys are 
still dark brown and stirring green. By 
summer when the valleys are all gay 
with summer flowers the slopes are a 
solid green. If you have a lot of pattern 
on your floors, have solid colors on your 
walls, and vice versa. 


So there we have your guides to the | 


fundamentals of color and the treat- 
ment of walls, ceilings and floors. Next 
month we will begin applying these 
principles to the individual rooms of 
your home (beginning with bedrooms 


| and go thoroughly into the matter of 


Meanwhile, your 


Get back 


furniture for each. 
homework assignment: 
nature! 

Too many chi-chi articles have been 
published about Princess Ba-ba Balo- 
ney’s Hawaiian dream house. There 
have been too many advertisements 
showing Mrs. Van Rinsitwell III’s Man- 
hattan penthouse with curtains that 


| copy their color from the onion in her 


martini. 

We live in Canada—and our own land 
is the soundest and most prodigal soure« 
of ideas we can ask in creating homes 
which our families will love and enjov. 


| So as we go through this course to learn 


“how,” let’s keep firmly in mind for 


constant reference the correctness of 
nature’s “‘why’s.” 


In the Rockies the spring- | 


to 


GLAMOUR 


is just a rinse away! 





_ Give your hair new colo 
-new highlights 


You are much more desirable to him, 
when your hair glows with the thrill- 
ing color of Marchand’s Hair Rinse! 
Rinse in glorious Marchand color 
after each shampoo. Marchand’s is 
the rinse that adds new and true 
color, color that is perfected for you 
in our own laboratory! 

Whether you are brunette, blonde, 
brownette or redhead, there are 12 
glamorous shades to choose from. 

So safe! Easy to use! Not a perma- 
nent dye. Color washes out readily! 


6 rinses for 35¢..... 2 for 15¢ 


MarcHANn’s 
Harr RINSE 


tt By the Makers of Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash * 
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FISHY MR. KESSINGER 


Continued from page 19 


office, maybe. I’ve got to make more 


money.” 

“And have you ever thought of taking 
up deep-sea diving to earn more money? 
After-hours at the office — week ends, 
perhaps?” 

“Of course not!” 

“I see. Have you ever imagined 
yourself to be a fish, Hilary? Played 
around with the idea maybe?” 

“Naturally not.” 

“Do you remember being hit by a 
car? Been reading books on reincar- 
nation?” 

“No.” 

He suddenly took on authority and 
barked at himself. “Well, then, Hilary 
Kessinger, where would you say you 
were right now?” 

His thoughts did a nosedive, snatched 
desperately at an answer and came up 
bearing it triumphantly. “I went to 
sleep in the bathtub.” He slid into a 
position that would bear out his state- 
ment, then pushing himself into a sitting 
angle, reached out his arm and groped 
for the soap tray. 

“Would you swear then that you are 
not in the fishbowl on the living-room 
table by the potted fern?” 

“Yes, I do solemnly swear | am not 
in the fishbowl!” 

He opened his eyes, not wide at first, 
merely a crack that would let him see 
only the bottom of his environment. He 
did not trouble to explain to himself 
why the Kessingers kept shells and green 
mossy stuff in their bathtub. ‘‘Guess 
I’ve been in here long enough,” he said. 
I'll just give myself a brisk rubdown 
and go in to breakfast.”” To emphasize 
the nonchalance of his occupation, he 
puckered his mouth and let out a bubbly 
whistle, got to his feet and opened his 
eyes, pretending to expect the towel. 


The goldfish was at the 
table, leaning forward engrossed in the 
news, the spoonful of porridge forgotten 
halfway to its mouth. Hilary saw it 
take up the paper, shuffle the pages until 
it found the sports page, recrease the 
paper neatly and prop it up again. He 
heard a delicate burp. 

He bent his knees, mustered all his 
strength and jumped. He cleared the 
water in a graceful arc and landed on 
the tower of the castle. He cursed it 
roundly with another spurt of bubbles, 
swam to the side and beat his fists 
against the bowl. 

Ruth glanced up at the clock. “Eight- 
fifteen,” she said. 

The goldfish went “Aawk” in reply, 
dumped three spoonfuls of porridge into 
its mouth and still in the process of 
swallowing shoved back its chair, went 
over to Ruth and bent down. 

“Now, you'll see,” Hilary bellowed. 

Ruth lifted her face and rubbed a 
hand against her cheek to clear away 
the cold cream from the customary spot. 
The goldfish pecked at the spot, flipped 
her on the back with its fin, and loftily 
upright on its tail, propelled itself 
through the archway into the living 
room. 

“See you tonight,” Ruth called, dip- 
ping her nose into the funnies again. 

Hilary watched the goldfish with poi- 
sonous eyes. The horror of his situation 
was not lessened when he observed that, 
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aside from the dangling trouser-leg, the 
goldfish did not look too out of place 
in the brown pin-stripe. In his agitation, 
he even imagined a faint resemblance. 

It was too much when the fish jammed 
on Hilary’s hat and picked up the brief- 
case from the desk. 

“Put that down, you slimy yellow- 
bellied aquarium bum!” Hilary roared. 
He bounced up and down in his rage, 
whirled and swam at a furious rate 
around. the bowl. When the bubbles 
cleared away the goldfish was gone. 

Hilary heard his new car being backed 
from the garage. He shot up to the 
top, grabbed at the tower of the castle 
and swung by an arm. “Go on, make 
a bass of yourself!” he hurled at the 
window. “They’ll find you out at the 
office! Just wait!” His hand slipped 
and he .treaded water and continued 
with his shouting. “You get me in 
dutch with the boss and so help me Ill 
hunt up the mangiest cat in town and 
stuff you down its throat.” 

The the car 
distance and there was only the quiet of 
morning. 


sound of faded into 


He let himself sink to the 
bottom, leaned against the wall of the 
castle. Then, stooping and catching hold 
of his big toe, he bent it backward until 
the pain streaked up to his knee. And 
releasing his big toe, he flung his arm 
above his head, pressed his face against 
the cold stone and sobbed. He heard 
a stir in the dinette and looked up. 
“Kitten,” he called plaintively, “come 
get me, Kitten.” 

Ruth strolled into the living room, 
yawning elaborately. She wound her 
arms around her body, unwound them in 
a luxurious stretch, switched on the radio 
and plopped down on the davenport. 

Hilary whooped and yelled until his 
lungs felt raw. It was no use. He saw 
Ruth reach behind her to the end table, 
shake out a cigarette from the pack and 
light it. She glanced toward the fishbowl 
lazily and blew a smoke ring in his 
direction. ° 

She’s really getting awfully fat, Hilary 
thought. Look at those hips. Why, 
when we were married—he brought to 
his mind the picture of a girl standing 
in a doorway, slim in her wedding 
negligee. Pale see-through stuff it had 
been—like smoke. The girl in the 
picture turned her head, her blue eyes 
flashed. ‘You can just stop your 
staring like that, Hilary Kessinger!” 

But that big woman on the daven- 
port. She must look bigger because I’m 
here in the fishbowl, Hilary thought. | 
couldn’t have married a woman with 
arms like that. He squatted gingerly 
on the clump of coral and settled himself 
to studying her. He started at the 
bristle of bobby pins and slowly worked 
his way down. 

Ruth rolled sideways on the daven- 
port, stretched her arm to the ashtray 
and ground out her cigarette. And at 
once, watching her, Hilary was con- 
sumed with desire for a cigarette. He 
rapped sharply on the glass, remembered 
sadly that it was no use, and resigned 
himself to the soap opera. But when 
the announcer came in at the close and 
said, “Will Cynthia tell her past to 
Alfred or will she take the course so 
many women have chosen and remain 
silent?” Hilary roared out, “Blast Cyn- 
thia!” jumped up and started yelling 
again. 

In an hour there was no more fight 







































































Style, careful stitching, and 
attention to detail are easily 
apparent when you admire 
nylon tricot lingerie signed with 
the Harvey-Woods label . . . 

but beyond that there’s a 
something extra which comes 
from the patience and skillful 
fingers of people used to creating 
loveliness for quality’s sake. 


IMPORTANT: Because special care 
is taken in the “‘finishing’’ of 

Harvey-Woods nylon tricot, it 
will not shrink out 
of shape or fit. 
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An exciting new 


llow to wax your furniture 
—Wilhout rubbing! 


wipe lightly 
Pride, new Johnson's Wax discovery, gives the 
richest, longest lasting wax lustre you've 

ever seen on wood. No rubbing! 


Yes, it's as easy as it sounds. All you do is spread Pride on your furniture 
let it dry wipe lightly. Your furniture’s not just polished, it's waxed 
beautified by the richest, longest-lasting wax lustre you've ever seen 

No need to clean first — Pride contains its own cleaning ingredient. Dusting’ s 
easier because Pride contains no sticky oils. And that tough wax film gives 
real protection against spilled foods, water, milk, even hot liquids. Try 
Pride today. Get it wherever you buy your other Johnson's Wax products. 











By the makers of Johnson's Wax... 
“Johnson's” and “Pride” are trademarks of S. C. Jobnson & Son, Ltd. 
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RED LILAC 


A new Lenthéric fragrance 
... fresh as springtime! 








| articles 


andas but now dressed up to come right 
into the living room) or our own lovely 
warm broadloom or stripping. 

If your rug is a little worn in one 
spot you are in luck this year. Scatter 
rugs are back as interest points. Some 
of the modern designers are making 
beautiful abstract designs for these small 


rugs and your own small orientals or | 


hooked rugs or cotton rugs are all good. 
Exactly how they should be used and 
placed will be shown in subsequent 
as we deal with 
rooms. 

If you are using small rugs on plain 


fleoring they are too hazardous without | 
| an undermatting of 


the new 
netting which can now be reasonably 
purchased in any rug department by 
the yard. 

Treating oriental rugs with anything 


plastic 


but reverent respect seems criminal to | 
However, if the oriental | 


many people. 


| you have doesn’t tie into your room 
| scheme it becomes a problem rather than 
| a poem. Oriental rugs may be bleached. 


They emerge soft shades of their former 
vibrant colors. 


Floor Camouflage 


Nature also offers ideas for camou- 


individual | 





LOOK YOUR BEST 





Hi a had 
al  folace 


| flaging floor features, just as it does for 


walls. 
Plain carpeting in your room creates 
space which a patterned one does noe. 
Rugs with borders reduce the size of 
your floor in appearance and add for- 
mality, just like a lawn bordered with 
flowers. 


Danctss AT 


HAIR NETS 


Neutral rugs do not show up specks | 


of dirt, just as scattered shells are not 
readily visible on a sandy beach. But 
a rose would not be as beautiful in the 
sand as it is in its own natural back- 
ground of green leaf and lawn. Darke: 
colors in rugs are not so practical but 
their effect is more dramatic and they 
offer a better background for color. 
Remember this when you are thinking 
about your floors in relation to your 
walls. When nature has a lot of pattern 
on the ground she has less on her 
“‘walls.”” In the Rockies the spring- 
time slopes are covered with multi- 
colored flowers, but the valleys are 
still dark brown and stirring green. By 


| summer when the valleys are all gay 


with summer flowers the slopes are a 


| solid green. If you have a Jot of pattern 
| on your floors, have solid colors on your 


walls, and vice ver 





So there we have your guides to the | 
fundamentals of color and the treat- | 


ment of walls, ceilings and floors. Next 


month we will begin applying these 


principles to the individual rooms of 
your home (beginning with bedrooms) 
and go thoroughly into the matter of 
furniture for each. Meanwhile, your 
homework assignment: Get 
nature! 


Too many chi-chi articles have been 


published about Princess Ba-ba Balo- | 


ney’s Hawaiian dream house. There 
have been too many advertisements 
showing Mrs. Van Rinsitwell III's Man- 
hattan penthouse with curtains that 
copy their color from the onion in her 
martini. 


We live in Canada—and our own land 


is the soundest and most prodigal source | 


of ideas we can ask in creating homes 
which our families will love and enjoy. 
So as we go through this course to learn 
7 ” | Po. k 4 ~ 4 > 

10w,” let’s keep firmly in mind for 
constant reference the correctness of 
nature’s “why’s.” 


back to | 


save the premium coupons 


GLAMOUR 


is just a rinse away! 





Give your hair new color 
-new highlights —. 


You are much more desirable to him, 
when your hair glows with the thrili- 
| ing color of Marchand’s Hair Rinse! 
Rinse in glorious Marchand color 
after each shampoo. Marchand’s is 
the rinse that adds new and true 
color, color that is perfected for you 
in our own laboratory! 

Whether you are brunette, blonde, 
brownette or redhead, there are 12 
glamorous shades to choose from. 

So safe! Easy to use! Not a perma- 
nent dye. Color washes out readily! 


6 rinses for 35¢ ..... 2 for 15¢ 


MARCHAND'S 
Hair RINSE 


ft By the Makers of Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash * 
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FISHY MR. KESSINGER 


Continued from page 19 


office, maybe. I’ve got to make more 
money.” 

“And have you ever thought of taking 
up deep-sea diving to earn more money? 
After-hours at the office 
perhaps?” 

“Of course not!” 

“I see. Have you ever imagined 
yourself to be a fish, Hilary? Played 
around with the idea maybe?” 

“Naturally not.” 

“Do you remember being hit by a 
car? Been reading books on reincar- 
nation?” 

“No.” 

He suddenly took on authority and 
barked at himself. “Well, then, Hilary 
Kessinger, where would you say you 
were right now?” 

His thoughts did a nosedive, snatched 
desperately at an answer and came up 
bearing it triumphantly. “I went to 
sleep in the bathtub.” He slid into a 
position that would bear out his state- 
ment, then pushing himself into a sitting 
angle, reached out his arm and groped 
for the soap tray. 

“Would you swear then that you are 
not in the fishbowl on the living-room 
table by the potted fern?” 

“Yes, | do solemnly swear | am not 
in the fishbowl!” 

He opened his eyes, not wide at first, 
merely a crack that would let him see 
only the bottom of his environment. He 
did not trouble to explain to himself 
why the Kessingers kept shells and green 
mossy stuff in their bathtub. 
I’ve been in here long enough,” he said. 
I'll just give myself a brisk rubdown 
and go in to breakfast.” To emphasize 
the nonchalance of his occupation, he 
puckered his mouth and let out a bubbly 
whistle, got to his feet and opened his 
eyes, pretending to expect the towel. 


week ends, 


“Guess 


The goldfish was at the 
table, leaning forward engrossed in the 
news, the spoonful of porridge forgotten 
halfway to its mouth. Hilary saw it 
take up the paper, shuffle the pages until 
it found the sports page, recrease the 
paper neatly and prop it up again. He 
heard a delicate burp. 

He bent his knees, mustered all his 
strength and jumped. He cleared the 
water in a graceful are and landed on 
the tower of the castle. He cursed it 
roundly with another spurt of bubbles, 
swam to the side and beat his fists 
against the bowl. 

Ruth glanced up at the clock. “‘Eight- 
fifteen,” she said. 

The goldfish went “Aawk”’ in reply, 
dumped three spoonfuls of porridge into 
its mouth and still in the process of 
swallowing shoved back its chair, went 
over to Ruth and bent down. 

“Now, you'll see,” Hilary bellowed. 

Ruth lifted her face and rubbed a 
hand against her cheek to clear away 
the cold cream from the customary spot. 
The goldfish pecked at the spot, flipped 
her on the back with its fin, and loftily 
upright on its tail, propelled itself 
through the archway into the living 
room. 

“See you tonight,”’ Ruth called, dip- 
ping her nose into the funnies again. 

Hilary watched the goldfish with poi- 
sonous eyes. The horror of his situation 
was not lessened when he observed that, 
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aside from the dangling trouser-leg, the 
goldfish did not look too out of place 
in the brown pin-stripe. In his agitation, 
he even imagined a faint resemblance. 

It was too much when the fish jammed 
on Hilary’s hat and picked up the brief- 
case from the desk. 

“Put that down, you slimy yellow- 
bellied aquarium bum!” Hilary roared. 
He bounced up and down in his rage, 
whirled and swam at a furious rate 
around. the bowl. When the bubbles 
cleared away the goldfish was gone. 

Hilary heard his new car being backed 
from the garage. He shot up to the 
top, grabbed at the tower of the castle 
and swung by an arm. “Go on, make 
a bass of yourself!” he hurled at the 
window. ‘““They’ll find you out at the 
office! Just wait!’ His hand slipped 
and he .treaded water and continued 
with his shouting. “You get me in 
dutch with the boss and so help me I'll 
hunt up the mangiest cat in town and 
stuff you down its throat.” 

The sound of the car faded 
distance and there was only the quiet of 
morning. 


into 


He let himself sink to the 
bottom, leaned against the wall of the 
castle. Then, stooping and catching hold 
of his big toe, he bent it backward until 
the pain streaked up to his knee. And 
releasing his big toe, he flung his arm 
above his head, pressed his face against 
the cold stone and sobbed. He heard 
a stir in the dinette and looked up. 
“Kitten,” he called plaintively, “come 
get me, Kitten.” 

Ruth strolled into the living room, 
yawning elaborately. She wound her 
arms around her body, unwound them in 
a luxurious stretch, switched on the radio 
and plopped down on the davenport. 

Hilary whooped and yelled until his 
lungs felt raw. It was no use. He saw 
Ruth reach behind her to the end table, 
shake out a cigarette from the pack and 
light it. She glanced toward the fishbowl 
lazily and blew a smoke ring in his 
direction. ‘ 

She’s really getting awfully fat, Hilary 
thought. Look at those hips. Why, 
when we were married—he brought to 
his mind the picture of a girl standing 
in a doorway, slim in her wedding 
negligee. Pale see-through stuff it had 
been—like smoke. The girl in the 
picture turned her head, her blue eyes 
flashed. “You can just stop your 
staring like that, Hilary Kessinger!” 





But that big woman on the daven- 
port. She must look bigger because I’m 
here in the fishbowl, Hilary thought. I 
couldn’t have married a woman with 
arms like that. He squatted gingerly 
on the clump of coral and settled himself 
to studying her. He started at the 
bristle of bobby pins and slowly worked 
his way down. 

Ruth rolled sideways on the daven- 
port, stretched her arm to the ashtray 
and ground out her cigarette. And at 
once, watching her, Hilary was con- 
sumed with desire for a cigarette. He 
rapped sharply on the glass, remembered 
sadly that it was no use, and resigned 
himself to the soap opera. But when 
the announcer came in at the close and 
said, “Will Cynthia tell her past to 
Alfred or will she take the course so 
many women have chosen and remain 
silent?” Hilary roared out, “Blast Cyn- 
thia!” jumped up and started yelling 
again. 

In an hour there was no more fight 















































































Style, careful stitching, and 
attention to detail are easily 
apparent when you admire 
nylon tricot lingerie signed with 
the Harvey-Woods label . . . 

but beyond that there’s a 
something extra which comes 
from the patience and skillful 
fingers of people used to creating 
loveliness for quality’s sake. 





IMPORTANT: Because special care 
is taken in the “‘finishing ’’ of 

Harvey-Woods nylon tricot, it 
will not shrink out 
of shape or fit. 
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left in him. He tore off a strip from a 
pyjama leg and made moccasins for his 
feet. “Why the devil did they put these 
things in the bottom of a fishbowl!” he 
muttered viciously. He scooped away 
the sharp shells and made a smooth spot 
where he could sit down without being 
punctured. Then he wrapped his arms 
around his legs, rested his chin on his 
knees and watched Ruth. 

She wandered about the room, 
straightening a picture here and there, 
popping a chocolate into her mouth as 
she passed the desk. In the dinette, 
she poured herself a cup of coffee, 
brought it to the living room and sat 
down at the desk. Leisurely sipping 
the coffee, she dialed a number with her 
left hand. 

“Alicia, darling. I took a chance on 
your being up . you have? My, you 
are energetic.... Not really ! What color 
are you having it done? . . . Lovely! 

.. A new rug, too? Not that divine 
Chinese handhooked we were looking at 
the other day? 
. . . Why, of course you should. Those 


.. You clever girl. 


draperies wouldn’t possibly go with that 
rug... Well, what if they did? You 
can just figure that hundred dollars an 
investment. Put them away somewhere. 
Someday you'll find just the spot for 
them.” 

Hilary saw dissatisfaction mingle with 
the cold cream on Ruth’s face as she 
surveved her own living room. 

The conversation gushed on, trickled 
to a thin stream, gained momentum. 
Not really 


not Marilyn. ... Well, for goodness 


cat ’ > 
Alrcia, you re not serous 


mv Gear, tt hasnt even been seven 


months, 


. Of course, I’m sure. Just 


a minute | have the thank-you note she 





S< me for the vase, it’s right here 
the desk ist a ute.” She rum- 
maged through the desk; sorted through 
a stack of envelopes; found the note. 
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Of course, I won’t let on. After all, 
it puts me in a worse light than it does 
you. And listen, hon, you know that 
housecoat we saw the other day—the 
green one with the black around the 
hem? You might just sort of mention 
it. Tell him you happen to remember | 
raved about it. $49.50, I think... 
Umhum . . . Okeedokee. Irene, do you 
know Alicia’s having her whole living 
room done over? Yes, in pastels! She’s 
buying a new rug—a Chinese hand- 
hooked, and new draperies, too. . . 
Yes, it hasn’t even been a year since 
she got those wine ones, but you know 
Alicia.”” Hilary heard Alicia daintily 
raked over the embers and deftly rein- 
stated with “Oh, but she is a darling. 
I just love her for it.” Then he heard 
Ruth say, “You are? Who’s playing? 
... No, not Richard Widmark? You 
know what that man does to me... . 
Oh, but really I couldn’t. This is 
Juanita’s day to clean. ... Well, | 
guess I could call her and leave the key 
under the mat... All right, dear, 
one-thirty, and wait till you hear what 
I have to tell you. 
It’s just too good. You'll have to wait. 
’By, now, I'll rush around and straighten 
things up one - thirty.” She called 
Juanita and told her where to find the 
kev. It was the first time Hilary had 
ever heard about Juanita. 


. - No, I won’t. 


Ruth had another coffee, 
another chocolate and another cigarette. 
Then, with a scratch pad and pencil in 
her hand, she came to the chair by the 
fishbowl and sat down. Hilary cavorted 
water, kicked his legs, 
churned his arms, leaped from the tower 


: : ght Ce ee 
Into the alr and landed in a Deliy-Duster 


through the 





so he would make a big splash. 

“My, but vou’re frisky today,” Rut! 
said, turning her head briefly. She 
vawned noisily. Her eves clouded with 


thought. Her fingers drummed awhile 











the side of the bowl, then she 
began to write on the scratch pad. By 
standing on the coral and hanging to 
the wall of the castle, Hilary could see 
the tracings on the pac 
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Don't take chances 


yesterday your Lester was in grade 
school. Imagine him sporting around 


and directed a flash of hatred at Ruth for 
pushing off the menial tasks onto this 
pretty little creature. He wondered 
what Ruth paid her and whether she 
had trouble getting her money. He was 


Even Hilary could almost believe she 
was surprised. Her mouth rounded into 
an “O” and her eyes got almost as 
popped as the goldfish’s eyes. “You 


darling, you remembered,” she squealed. 
She threw her arms around the pin- 





genuinely sorry to see her go. 

When Ruth returned, she flopped into 
a chair facing him and he saw a third 
No, not that one, of her cigarette turn into ash at one 


at frat. dances already! . .. Now 
don’t worry, Hilary’s tuxedo ought to 
fit him fine. They’re almost the same 
build. Of course, Hilary’s sort of lump- 


Ps [ your woolens with ish around the middle, but Lester can 


stripe suit and gave the goldfish audible 
tuck it In some way. It won’t show 
with the coat on. . 


reward. With childish eagerness she 
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won't need to know a dine about rs With much sighing and visible dis- gold clear through.” The goldfish 
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was lazing in Tahiti 
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But it was pleasant 
to hear her sing while 
she scrubbed the 
kitchen floor and di- 
verting to watch the 
graceful movements 
of her body knowing 
she was innocent of 
there being a man in 
the house. He found 
himself growing pro- 
tective toward — her 


clean with as little work and expense as 
possible. 


Domolite comes in lovely colours... 
gay patterns . . . suitable for living-room, 
kitchen, bedroom, bathroom, nursery... 

It is easy to keep clean because it is 
made of vinylite plastic, which becomes 
spotless with a rub of a damp cloth... 
never needs laundering or ironing... 
and it wears and wears... Inexpensive, too! 
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left in him. He tore off a strip from a 
pyjama leg and made moccasins for his 
feet. “Why the devil did they put these 
things in the bottom of a fishbowl!” he 
muttered viciously. He scooped away 
the sharp shells and made a smooth spot 
where he could sit down without being 
punctured. Then he wrapped his arms 
around his legs, rested his chin on his 
knees and watched Ruth. 

She wandered about the 
straightening a picture here and there, 
popping a chocolate into her mouth as 
she passed the desk. In the dinette, 
she poured herself a cup of coffee, 
brought it to the living room and sat 
down at the desk. Leisurely sipping 
the coffee, she dialed a number with her 
left hand. 


room, 


“Alicia, darling. 1 took a chance on 
your being up . . . you have? My, you 
are energetic.... Not really! What color 
are you having it done? . . . Lovely! 

. . A new rug, too? Not that divine 
Chinese handhooked we were looking at 
the other day? ... You clever girl. 
. . . Why, of course you should. Those 
draperies wouldn’t possibly go with that 
rug... Well, what if they did? You 
can just figure that hundred dollars an 
investment. Put them away somewhere. 
Someday you'll find just the spot for 
them.” 

Hilary saw dissatisfaction mingle with 
the cold cream on Ruth’s face as she 
surveyed her own living room. 

The conversation gushed on, trickled 
to a thin stream, gained momentum. 
“Alicia, you’re not serious? Not really 

-not Marilyn. ... Well, for goodness 

my dear, it hasn’t even been seven 
months. . . . Of course, I’m sure. Just 
a minute I have the thank-you note she 
sent me for the vase, it’s right here in 
the desk—just a minute.” She rum- 
maged through the desk; sorted through 
a stack of envelopes; found the note. 
“Hello? Here it is, dated December 
tenth. That was two weeks after the 
wedding . . . Yes, | remember clearly 
because Irene got her note two days 
before I did? and I was wondering . . . 
Imagine! And at her 
always wondered what he saw in her! 


age, too. l 


... Are you going to the hcspital? 
. . - Tomorrow? I'd love to. I suppose 
we should take her something 
estly, Alicia 5 


hon- 


At exactly one hour and ten minutes 
by the clock on the mantel, Hilary saw 
her put the receiver back on its hook. 
She lit another cigarette, took occasional 
drags from it while she filed her nails. 
When she got up and moved across the 
room, she was so close that her robe 
brushed against the fishbowl. 

Hilary stretched out a hand to clutch 
at her skirt but the glass stopped him. 
“Kitten,” he cried out weakly. 

She went over to the desk again and 
dialed. 

“Irene—why, darling, I’ve been up 
for ages. This is an important day in 
my life . . . No, smarty, my anniver- 
sary. Listen, dear, I want you to do 
me a favor. Give Hilary a ring at the 
office, will you? . . . Yes, he went back 
to work today, thought the place would 
fold up if he didn’t. You know how 
men are ... No, nothing much, just 
laryngitis, | guess... . Heavens, yes. 
I haven’t been able to get a thing done 
with a man underfoot around the house. 
. . . And listen, hon, just sort of remind 
him about the anniversary. He won't 
be talking over the phone but tell the 
girl he won't have to say anything 


Of course, I won’t let on. After all, 
it puts me in a worse light than it does 
you. And listen, hon, you know that 
housecoat we saw the other day—the 
green one with the black around the 
hem? You might just sort of mention 
it. Tell him you happen to remember | 
raved about it. $49.50, I think... 
Umhum . . . Okeedokee. Irene, do you 
know Alicia’s having her whole living 
room done over? Yes, in pastels! She’s 
buying a new rug—a Chinese hand- 
hooked, and new draperies, too. ... 
Yes, it hasn’t even been a year since 
she got those wine ones, but you know 
Alicia.” Hilary heard Alicia daintily 
raked over the embers and deftly rein- 
stated with “Oh, but she is a darling. 
I just love her for it.” Then he heard 
Ruth say, “You are? Who's playing? 
bene No, not Richard Widmark? You 
know what that man does to me. . . . 
Oh, but really I couldn’t. This is 
Juanita’s day to clean. ... Well, | 
guess | could call her and leave the key 
under the mat... All right, dear, 
one-thirty, and wait till you hear what 
I have to tell you... . No, I won’t. 
It’s just too good. You'll have to wait. 
’By, now, I'll rush around and straighten 
things up — one - thirty.” She called 
Juanita and told her where to find the 
key. It was the first time Hilary had 
ever heard about Juanita. 


Ruth had another coffee, 
another chocolate and another cigarette. 
Then, with a scratch pad and pencil in 
her hand, she came to the chair by the 
fishbowl and sat down. Hilary cavorted 
through the water, kicked his legs, 
churned his arms, leaped from the tower 
into the air and landed in a belly-buster 
so he would make a big splash. 

“My, but you’re frisky today,” Ruth 
said, turning her head briefly. She 
yawned noisily. Her eyes clouded with 
thought. Her fingers drummed awhile 
against the side of the bowl, then she 
began to write on the scratch pad. By 
standing on the coral and hanging to 
the wall of the castle, Hilary could see 
the tracings on the pad. 

First she doodled a series of many- 
wheels, then chimneys with 
smoke rolling from them, then she 
guided the pencil into curlycued dollar 
She put down “$350,” a dash, 
and “Rug.” After studying the living 
room, she added “Draperies,” a dash, 
and a question mark. To his amaze- 
ment, he saw six months salary expertly 
dissected and channeled in various direc- 
He was impressed in spite of 
with the nimbleness of her 
In a fraction of the time 
it would have taken him to figure out 
one invoice at the office she had the 
walls papered, the woodwork painted, 
a Chinese hand-hooked on the floor 
and new draperies at the windows. 
There was even a weekly twelve dollars 
marked, “Incidentals’”” and there was 
another five dollars marked, “Hilary.” 

The telephone rang and he darted to 
the telephone side of the bowl. The 
jig’s up, he thought gleefully. The 
office is onto the goldfish. 

But it was Susan. 

Hilary groaned and clapped his hands 
over his ears; took them away for fear 
he might miss something vital. 

“Sue, dear, how are you? I haven't 
heard from you for ages. Oh?...- 
He is? Oh, the poor dear . . . Of course 
he can. Honestly, Sue, isn’t it frighten- 
ing the way time flies? Seems only 


spoked 


signs. 


tions. 
himself 
calculation. 
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will NEVER eat 
this suit 


Penetrates each tiny fibre and makes 
the cloth itself MOTHPROOF 
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You can be absolutely sure moths will 
never again damage your woolens. And 
the method is so easy and convenient! 
Just spray the garments with LARVEX 
and you can be sure moths won't eat holes 
in them whether you wear them or hang 
them away in the closet. 

This magic LARVEX spray penetrates 
each tiny fibre and treats the cloth so that 
pet te are positively stopped from eating 
holes in your woolens. And this positive 
a protection lasts a WHOLE YEAR. 
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DRY CLEANING DOES NOT. Odorless. 
Stainless. Non-inflammable. No cumber- 
some wrapping or storing away. Spray 
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‘Inexpensive ! It costs no more to 
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yesterday your Lester 
school. Imagine him sporting around 
at frat. dances already! 
don’t worry, Hilary’s tuxedo ought to 
fit him fine. They’re 
build. Of course, Hilary’s sort of lump- 
ish around the middle, 
tuck it in some way. 


with the coat on 


the Kiwanis convention next week . 
Ot course, he won’t mind 
won't need to know a hing 


What if it does? 


the cleaners’ and hang it 
closet . . . No, don’t bother. 
going to pick me up at one-thirty, I'll 


drop it by ... Yes, 


now. Nothing much 


stop in for canasta tonight? 
Well, tomorrow night 
been asking when you folks were coming 
over. You know how much he enjoys 


Clarence.” 


in grade 


almost the same 


but Lester can 


won't show 


back in the 


Hilary’s 


Now pretty little creature. He 


one for inhalation. Probably still 


and directed a flash of hatred at Ruth for 
pushing off the menial tasks onto this 


had trouble getting her money. He was 
genuinely sorry to see her go. 

When Ruth returned, she flopped into 
a chair facing him and he saw 
No, not that one, of her cigarette turn into ash at one 
it’s shiny. He bought a new 


a third 


under the 
influence of that Richard Widmoor fel- 
. Well, low, he thought. 


tied on an apron and started to prepare 


hungry. In the midst of his speculation 
. Oh? as to whether or not he would starve to 
death the goldfish came home. 

It had a package which it held coyly 
behind its back as it entered the dinette 
where Ruth was laying the t 


Even Hilary could almost believe she 
was surprised. Her mouth rounded into 


wondered an “O” and her eyes got almost as 
what Ruth paid her and whether she 


popped as the goldfish’s eyes. “You 
darling, you remembered,” she squealed. 
She threw her arms around the pin- 
stripe suit and gave the goldfish audible 
reward. With childish eagerness sh« 
tore open the package and unfurled the 
swirls of green satin. “Oh, just what 
I wanted. A green one,” she sang out. 
“However did you guess? You’re pure 


ry it With much sighing and visible dis- gold clear through.” The goldfish 
I'll just send it to — taste of her undertaking, she got up, looked proud and husbandly. She 


gave him another grateful going over, 


Irene is dinner. He thrust his nose above the paraded up and down holding the house- 
water and sniffed. The aroma of cooking coat against her. Then they settled 
he’s back at work food hit him tn the stomach with a down to dinner. 


laryngitis, | wallop. He realized he was extremely 
guess. Sue, why don’t you and Clarence 


After dinner Ruth put on 
the housecoat and the goldfish picked 
up a pocket mystery and slid to full 
length on the davenport, propping its 
tail on the arm. Before it had turned 
a page, Ruth said, “Sweetiepie, would 


“That’s a stinking Hilary “Damned carp,” Hilary growled. you mind too awfully if I asked you 
shouted. “Clarence! beetle- She looked up, pretending not to to do the dishes? That wretched thinga- 
brain.” notice the package. “Oh, hello, hon,” majig is in my back again.” She eased 

“Don’t be ridiculous Sue, of course you she said. ““How’s the laryngitis? Better?” herself carefully into a chair, wincing as 
can... Qh, well, they’re always acting The goldfish said, “Aawk” and handed she came into contact with the soft 


like they’re about to turn up their toes 


from overwork. You 
know how men are. 
I’d like to see them 
run a house for one 
week just one week. 
Tell him you pro- 
mised a few days ago 
or something aie, aa 
right, hon, I'll expect 
you tomorrow night 
about eight, and [ll 
drop by with the tux. 
*By now. Sue—wait 
a minute, have you 
heard about Mari- 
lyn? Hello?””, Ruth 
thumped the receiver 
down petulantly. 
“Damn,” she said. 


At one-thirtv she 
left with Irene and 
with Hilary’s new 
tuxedo over her arm. 
At two Hilary heard 
the key turn in the 
lock and saw a slim 
young thing with lus- 
cious amberskin enter 
the Kessinger estab- 
lishment. That would 
be Juanita. He floated 
on his back, ran his 
fingers through his 
hair and straightened 
his pyjama collar just 
in case she noticed 
him. She didn’t. He 
tried to imagine he 
was lazing in Tahiti 
but the drone of the 
vacuum was too much 
unlike the stirring of 
palm trees, so he 


gave up. 


But it was pleasant 
to hear her sing while 
she scrubbed the 
kitchen floor and di- 
verting to watch the 
graceful movements 
of her body knowing 
she was Innocent of 
there being a man in 
the house. He found 
himself growing pro- 


tective toward her 
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Domouite plastic fabric satishes every 
woman’s desire to make her home 
beautiful...and to keep it sparkling 
clean with as little work and expense as 
possible. 

Domolite comes in lovely colours... 
gay patterns .. . suitable for living-room, 
kitchen, bedroom, bathroom, nursery... 

It is easy to keep clean because it is 
made of vinylite plastic, which becomes 
spotless with a rub of a damp cloth... 
never needs laundering or ironing... 
and it wears and wears... Inexpensive, too! 
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Draperies 
Curtains 
Chair Pads 
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The above illustration shows how charm- 

ingly Domolite drapes. Imagine how a 

dressing table shirt like this would brighten 
your bedroom! 


For sale at dry goods, department and 
variety stores. Ask your dealer for 
Domolite by name and write us for FREE 
illustrated sewing instruction booklet. 
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The goldfish emitted a sympathetic 
“Aawk” and went in to the dishes. 

“Swallowed it hook, line and sinker,” 
Hilary cried, smacking his fist against 
his knee. He was surprised to discover 
he was enjoying himself. Why, this 
wasn’t bad at all. No siree; not at all. 

The dishes over, Ruth’s ailment picked 
up considerably. She called Alicia. 
“Alicia! I just had to tell you—guess 
what my darling Hilary brought me 
—a gorgeous housecoat—green satin. 
And you know how wild | am about 
green. Bless his heart, he never forgets 
an anniversary.” 

The goldfish looked pleased and 
drowsed over its detective story. 
Ruth tumtetawd around the house 
remembering now and then to remem- 
ber her’ back. Finally she took up a 
magazine and stationed herself in the 
chair next to the fishbowl, but before 
she opened the magazine, she looked 
squarely into Hilary’s eyes. “Hilary!” 
she cried. 

For a soul-splitting second Hilary 
didn’t know whether to open his arms 
and cry “Mammy,” or dive behind the 
castle. He dived. 

“Hilary, come here! This poor little 
fish—I’ve forgotten to feed it for days! 
It’s on the bottom shelf of the cupboard 
—would you mind?” 

The goldfish got up, went into the 
kitchen, came back and dropped a few 
thin wafers into the fishbowl. 

“T’ll be darned if I will,” Hilary 
bubbled. But when he was sure no one 
was looking, he nibbled at the wafer. 

The evening progressed with a murder 
mystery on the radio; a quiz program 
which Ruth helped along with, “Any 
fool would know that one,” when occa- 
sionally she knew the.right answer; two 
more feline conversations on the tele- 
phone; an announcement to the goldfish 
how it would spend tomorrow night; 
the night after that and Saturday night, 
plus the observation that their living 
room looked like a tourist camp, and 
the question as to why on earth they 
hadn’t asked someone over or hadn't 
gone somewhere that evening. 

At length Ruth dragged out the 
vacuum and told the goldfish it shot 
sparks, and the fish had to put down 
sts book and tinker with the thing. 
After forty-ffve minutes it still shot 
sparks but the evening was compara- 
tively young yet, so Ruth found a lamp 
with a frayed cord and the goldfish 
worked on the cord, after which came 
the electric clock she had dropped. 
Then she remarked that the legs of the 
dinette table were jiggly and later she 
asked if it would mind too awfully 
taking the box of apples to the base- 
ment and while it was down there see 
if it could do something about that 
drippy tap and bring up some potatoes 
for tomorrow. 

Eventually the goldfish, looking pale 
around the gills, settled on the daven- 
port again and searched for its place 
in its book. 


Ruth, bored and restless, 
came over to the window by the fishbow] 
table, parted the curtains and stared 
into the street. By crooking one elbow 
over the rim of the bowl, Hilary could 
twist his neck and look up into her eyes. 
Their expression shocked him. Why, 
she’s unhappy! he thought. She’s lonely 

terribly lonely! . 
He continued to stare up into the 
unveiled eyes of his wife. It’s as though 


she is waiting, he thought. Looking for 
someone to come home. Him of course. 
She had missed him. She was waiting 
for him to come home. Then he remem- 
bered that he was in the fishbowl; that 
she thought the fish on the davenport 
was her husband. 

He surveyed the big arms, heavy with 
flesh, the cumbersome hips, the double 
chin. Poor, poor Ruth, he thought. 
Poor lonely girl in the see-through wed- 
ding negligee. 

It was real pain to watch her. He 
felt the tears trickle down his cheeks, 
half heard them plop into the water. 

She has nothing at all, he thought. 
Her life is nothing but talk about things 
that don’t matter. Inside, she knows 
they don’t matter. That housecoat. It 
doesn’t make her happy because she 
knows she really bought it herself. Sue 
and Clarence for canasta. Marilyn’s 
baby. Alicia’s new rug. The emptiness 
of Ruth’s life appalled him. She would 
always be wanting new housecoats, new 
draperies, and they’d never make her 
any happier. 

Angrily he whirled toward the fish on 
the davenport. “Get off there, you 
dimwitted carp,” he shouted. “Put up 
your fins! Give her a run for her 
money.” 

Instantly he remembered the fish was 
the fish. He leaned over and stared 
up into Ruth’s eyes again. Why, she 
is looking for me, he thought. 

It was astounding—this revelation. 
I’m gone, he thought. The man she 
married doesn’t exist. All these years 
in wanting to please her I’ve let her have 
her own way. She wanted stiff oppo- 
sition—someone who could stand up to 
her and make things lively. I’ve let 
her absorb me bit by bit until I don’t 
exist for her anymore. 

He felt he couldn’t bear the lonely, 
empty eyes of the woman near the 
fishbowl. He reached out a hand 
toward her, succeeded only in splashing 
a drop of water on the housecoat. 
“Kitten,” he called, “oh, Kitten, don’t 
look like that.” 

Ruth sighed, let the curtains fall into 
place, went over to the davenport. 
Playfully, but with what Hilary knew 
was dead seriousness, she flipped shut 
the book the goldfish was reading. 
“Bedtime, Hilary, come along,” she 
said. “Don’t keep your little Kitten 
awake by prowling around the house 
all night.” 

From the bedroom she called, “Oh, 
Hil. be sure to empty the ash trays and 
put fresh water in for ice cubes, will 
you?” And a few minutes later, “Put 
a note in the milk bottle for an extra 
pint of cream and for heaven’s sake 
come to bed.” 

Before it switched off the lights, the 
goldfish stood looking over the room and 
Hilary knew it was checking to see 
whether it had remembered everything 
to keep it in good standing. 

Poor fish, he thought as the room 
winked into darkness and he heard the 
door of the bedroom click shut. Poor 


Ruth. 


He felt lonesome for awhile, 
resentful of the closed bedroom door. 
It’s all crazy anyway, he thought, and 
shrugged his shoulders. 

To amuse himself he darted through 
a window of the castle, up through a 
hole in the tower and back through the 
window again. He found it great sport 
because he had to flatten his arms tight 
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Don't Waste it ! 


Let Sani-Flush save your housekeep- 
ing time. Cleans toilet bowls quick 
. ..no work, no messy scrubbing. It 


not only cleans chemically but dis- 
infects—and removes the invisible 
film that gathers in all toilet bowls. 
Just follow directions on the familiar 
yellow can. At all grocers. Made in 
Canada. Distributed by Harold F. 
Ritchie & Co., Ltd., 

Toronto, Ontario. 
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| legs floated in ecstatic content. 


| in the openings and the hazard increased 


against his sides to prevent being wedged 


his enjoyment. He practiced until he 
became proficient at the art. Then, 
tired out, he dragged a wafer to the 
bottom and sitting crosslegged on the 
coral had a midnight snack. 

One of his moccasins slipped off and 
he discovered that the shells scarcely 
bothered him now. Bet I'll hardly 
notice them in a day or two, he thought. 

Through the window the moon was 
big and white and through the potted 
fern it created mysterious deep shadows 
on the water. The fishbowl became a 
globe of ethereal beauty. The shells 
glimmered like chips that had fallen | 
from a rainbow and the walls of the 
castle gleamed and shifted like quick- | 
silver. 

Hilary rose to the top, clasped his 
hands beneath his head and crossing his 
He 
wished Ruth could find herself a fish- 
bowl. His breast swelled in response 
to the stillness and the mystic beauty 
of the night. Gazing up at the moon 
through the potted fern, he was con- 
scious of a rapturous affinity; a vast 
limitless freedom; a thrilling identity. 
He was moved by a desire to recite 


| poetry and racked his brain for some- 
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thing stirring and soulful. But all he 
could remember was the poem he had 
recited in the fourth grade. So, from | 
his corner of the Kessinger living room, | 
from the pearl-tinted waters of the | 
fishbowl, he recited softly, to the night. | 
His eyelids fluttered, but he struggled 
to keep awake for nothing so beautiful | 
had ever happened to Hilary Kessinger. | 

He felt himself slipping toward sleep 
and toward the bottom of the bowl. He 
brought himself up with a jerk and clung 
to the tower but the weight of his legs | 
kept pulling him downward. He took | 
a fresh grip on the stone. The tower 
eluded his grasp, his eyelids grew heavier 
and heavier and he knew he was sinking 
into slumber, into a dream. 


| 
He dreamed he awake ed in | 
bed, clawing at the walnut headboard 
and that Ruth was yelling, “Are you | 
coming in to breakfast or aren’t you?” 
He swung his feet over the side of | 
the bed, went into the bathroom, dashed | 
cold water on his face and entered the 
living room. At first he thought it was | 
some kind of walking nightmare. But | 
it was too real for a nightmare. He | 
could feel the rug, soft, beneath his feet | 
and see the intricate weave of the 


| familiar Chinese pattern. 


Ruth, swathed in the green satin 
housecoat, was in the dinette pouring | 





HOSTESS HINT 
For a neighborhood tea among 
the young married set, check 
your list of baby sitters for a 
high-school girl, who really 
likes children, to run a one-hour 
play school in recreation room 
or back yard. Thus guests who 
have toddlers will be able to 


relax and enjoy themselves. 
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coflee. Without looking she said, 
“How’s the laryngitis? Better?” 
He opened his mouth to test his vocal 


“* Aawk.”’ 


He crossed over to the table by the 


up, 


powers and went 


potted fern and, hands in the pockets 


| " . 
of his pyjamas, stood staring down at 
the There 


and 


fishbowl. was the goldfish, 


bright - eyed frolicsome, darting 


through the windows of the castle. He 
watched it fascinated. 

“Well, for heaven’s sake, don’t stand 
there staring all day. Do you want your 
breakfast or don’t you?” Ruth said. 

He went into the dinette; sat down 
and studied his porridge; unrolled the 
paper by his cup. 

“Tet me have the funnies,” Ruth said. 
Behind the paper, 


with 


he reached over and 
hold of a 
of his 


He dug his nails together sharply 


| 
his lingernalis took 


tender portion of the underside 


arm. 
through the red - and - white - striped 
It hurt like hell. 

999 


pvjiamas. 
“Hilary, the funnies 
From habit he handed her the funnies. 
Then he emembered. 
He cleared his tl “Odd thing,” 


roat. 


he said, “all my front teeth fell out when 
| brushed them this morning. Suppose 
I’m cating too mus h sugar?” 


lile is easier for you 









with » 


Stirring her coffee, with her eyes on 
the paper, she shoved the sugar bowl 
at him. 

“lll have to pick up some traps 
today. There’s a mouse in the oatmeal 


«99 
again. 


Ruth lifted her cup to her lips, 
glanced at him briefly. “More oat- 
meal on the stove,” she said. 

Hilary sat still, thoughtful. There 


must be 


some way to make her look 
at him. 
“TIL look like 
front teeth,” he said. 
“You look fine. Wear 
He waited. Eventually Ruth glanced 
at the clock. 


He did not move. 


the devil without my 


“ae ” 
your brown. 


“Eight-fifteen,” she said. 


glanced at 


“ 
For 


Three minutes later she 
the clock again, then at him. 
Pete’s sake, eat. You'll be late.” 

“I’m sick of this stuff,” he said and 
“ll bet I’ve eaten 
a dozen boxcars full of it. What's the 
matter, don’t they sell anything else in 
the »”’ He could feel a 
weird sensation in the area of his knee- 
And he Ruth’s stare 


like two Ice cubes pressed 


slid the dish away. 


grocery stores 


caps. could feel 


upon him 
against his forehead. 
i like what I fix for 


; 
you don’t 
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breaklast, you can just buy your break- 
fast downtown,” Ruth snapped. 

“All right, 1 will.” He forced himself 
to meet her eyes, pushed his feet hard 
ainst the floor to steady his knees. 
Her face was flushed beneath the slick 
coating of night cream. 

“By the 
casually, “I’m going to the boxing 
match tonight. Want to come along?” 

The bobby pins leaped at him. “I 
not going to a boxing 
match tonight. And _ neither you 
Hilary Kessinger. You know perfectly 
well this is the night Sue and Clarence 


ag 


wav,” he said, ever so 


certainly am 


are 


are coming over for canasta.” 
“That’s your hard luck.” 
* Hilan 


lively with battle. 


Kessinger!” Her eyes were 

He pushed back his chair; stood up. 
You’re in a play, he told his knees. 
Remember, this is just a play and you’ve 
got the leading role. He took note of 
the time, picked up his coffee cup. 
“Think I’ll stall around a couple hours 
before going to the office. Let’s finish 
our coffee in the living room.” 

“That’s real smart.” She was breath- 
“With the promotion 
coming up, that’s real smart.” 

“The devil with the promotion,” h« 


less with 


rage. 


said easily. He saun- 
tered into the living 
room, carrying his 


cup, sank into a chair 


and took a sip ot 
coffee. 

“Better come to the 
fight with me,” he 


called in to her. “We 
could go somewhere 
to cat 
maybe dancing even. 
Wear your blue dress. 
It does for 


afterward 


things 
your eyes.” 
He could hear her 
get up from the table. 
“So you notice I’ve 
gotey es,” she shouted 
back at him. “‘And I 
I'd look just 


dandy in that old blue 


guess 
rag.” 

He heard the cup- 
board door jerk open, 
pans bang against 


pans. She stomped 
past him into the bed- 
room and he won- 


dered if she might b« 
combing her hair. 
There was a swish 
she 
the 


again, to 


of air as swept 


kitchen 


renewed 


past to 


banging. He heard a 


sizzling. 


“ ’ 
If you’ re going to 


get yourself fired, 


she said, “you might 
as well do it on a full 
Eat this 


stomach. 
bacon and eggs. 

He ooked up to 
see her standing in 


the doorway, her bluc 


eves flashing. And 
she was Ruth of the 
. because the smoky see - through 


neglig« Cc. 
He felt a little thrill 


of the powel ol the 
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male as he got up 


ROE ot and walked, past the 
ioveariste TY 
fishbowl, toward the 


kitchen, + 
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at drug, department, 
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SPRAYS COMBINED. 


BERLOU service available at better 


Dry Cleaners, Rug: Cleaners, Floor 
Covering and Furniture Dealers. 








let JaVEX do 


TAlEM (elo col mZole 





To remove stains 
and deodorize 
toilet bowls 


. +. pour one quarter cup of Javex 
into the bowl and let stand half an 
hour. If badly stained let stand over- 
night. Javex makes all porcelain 
sparkle! 







JM-1852 


most housewives know ’ 


20 EASY WAYS 
Javex 
eee 


WHITE! BRIGHT! SWEET! CLEAN! 





1952 


CHATELAINE—MAY, 








ess. 
Berlou 
nateri- 
RITTEN 
aginst 

valu- 


JAY 


tment, 
furni- 


OFES- 
FERS 
\OTH- 
ED. 


i 


ex 
an 
f- 


in 


- 1852 


A LITTLE PATIENCE 


GROWS A LOT OF PERENNIALS 


BY HELEN O'REILLY 


The idea that gardeners are born and 
not made can be filed away right now 
under N for nonsense or M for myth 
because it all goes back to the old wives’ 
tale called The Green Thumb. This 
colored thumb story was invented out 
of the sweet fresh air by some quick- 
thinking individual who liked gardens 
but could not be bothered to garden. 
How the gardeners resist raising thumb 
to nose at this old chestnut I can never 
understand, for the green thumb may 
be found only on the horny hand of 
toil and, much as | hate to shatter 
consoling illusions, anyone who wants 
to can be a gardener. 

The Seed-Catalogue Test 

Of course the operative word here is 
“wants” for, as with anything else under 
the sun, unless you are really interested 
you will not succeed. Take this matter 
of growing your own perennials—it will 
take quite a lot of time and plenty of 
patience, so unless you are going to get 
tremendous pleasure out of turning a 
thimbleful of seed into masses of shasta 
daisies, supercolossal columbine, sweet- 
scented pinks, and feathery blue linum, 
stop right here! If in any doubt, give 
yourself the Seed-Catalogue Test—if 
you can resist such gentle blandishments 
as “its lovely bright, daisylike flowers 
are excellent for cutting and are very 
dependable,” or “undoubtedly the finest 
of long-spurred varieties,” or, simply, 
“the peach-leaf bellflower,” if these 
phrases do not set you dreaming, you 
are immune to the gardening bug and 
all the joys of well-matured manure, 
lathe frames, and finely raked topsoil 
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are not for you. If, however, you fall 
helplessly for this line of talk, as I do, 
your only resort is to try your thumbs on 
a perennial seedbed and here’s how: 

Pick a spot in your garden about 
30 by 45 inches, preferably where it gets 
afternoon shade bit not under trees 
where overhanging branches will drip 
on it after rain; cover it with a generous 
layer of well-rotted manure (the bags 
of sheep manure sold by seed shops are 
ideal for this), then dig the little plot 
the full depth of your spade so that the 
manure is well mixed with the soil. Now 
rake your seedbed over and over until 
its surface is as fine as sand—in fact, 
if your soil is heavy clay you will have 
to mix sand with it to make it friable, 
that is, loose and crumbly as opposed 
to sticky or hard—and if you find that 
all this digging and the addition of the 
manure have raised the bed a few inches 
above ground level, well and good, for 
that will give it better drainage. 

Mark your rows across the bed with 
the edge of a board or an old yardstick, 
setting them about four inches apart 
and, since all the seeds I want you to try 
your thumbs on here are as fine as sugar 
do not dig a trench for them but simply 
drop them along the rows and pat them 
gently down with the flat of your hand. 
The trick is to place the tiny seeds about 
an inch apart and in a sufficiently 
straight line that you may know them 
from the weeds even in their hairlike 
sprout stage! My method is slow and 
tedious but it seems to work—I fold 
the seed envelope down the centre 
lengthwise, tilt it ever so gently over 
the row to slide the seeds to the edge 
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Wuen Bossy was a little shaver, his father and I 
decided that he ought to have a floor which would help 
make him feel that his room was Ais—one he could 
muss without damage and that would set his little 
imagination working. Linoleum filled the bill. 

That’s one of the big things we discovered about 
linoleum—it’s both practical and a medium for artistic 
expression. Now we have floors which express our 
personality in every room in the house. 

They give a perfect base for colour schemes, and are 
easy on the housekeeper—so easy to keep clean, so 
sound deadening as well as being hygienic and resilient. 
And they are so long-lasting my husband and I are 


convinced that linoleum ts the most economical flooring. 


ASK YOUR DEALER to show you illustrations of the delightful things being 
done these days with linoleum in tiles and by the yard—65 colours and 
patterns to choose from and combine. If you wish for elaborate designs like 
the one in Bobby’s room, we shail be glad to help you. Write for rree 


colourful booklet. 


Marboleum...Jaspé Linoleum...Battieship (plain) 
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Undies bearing this | abel are made of 


Viscose Rayon. For briefs af panties that are 
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one by one, and drop each one separately 
by tapping the envelope with my pencil. 
In this way you will spin out the seeds 
to fill your 30-inch rows—in some cases, 
two rows—and you will not have to thin 
or “prick out” the little plants. Com- 
plete the operation by watering the bed 
thoroughly with a fine spray. 


Counterpane for Seedbed 

Now comes the fancy part. E. B. 
White made an excellent point when he 
said that 80% of farming is mending 
machinery; I venture to say that 20% 
of gardening is unskilled carpentry. | 
am gently leading up to the fact that 
you now need a lath screen and a 
counterpane for your perennial seedbed 
and that I suggest you make them 
yourself; actually, nothing could be 
simpler and it will make you feel a 
professional to your finger tips (and, of 
course, thumbs). All you need is two 
yards of factory cotton, four stout two- 
foot stakes, four narrow boards 30 
inches long (garden stakes would do 
admirably), and 12 laths in the stand- 
ard size which seems to be about 45 
inches long and 114 inches wide. Nail 
each end of the laths along two of the 
boards or stakes, leaving approximately 
the width of the lath between each one, 
and there you have a protective screen, 
30 by 45 inches, to shield your seed- 
bed from the direct rays of the sun and 
the heavy pelting rains. Hammer the 
four sturdy stakes into the ground at 
the corners of the bed so that they stand 
a foot high, set your masterpiece upon 
them, et voila! Now tack each end of 
the factory cotton to the two remaining 
boards so that when you drape this 
cover over the frame, the boards will 
weight it down securely at both ends. 

Keep the cotton covering firmly over 
the bed until the rows of tiny sprouts 
appear for this will help to hold the 
moisture in the soil, but you must 
check constantly on this because your 
seeds will not germinate if they dry out. 
By the same token, keep the small bed 
carefully weeded so that weeds will not 
steal food and water frem your nurslings, 
but it is best to wait until your neat 
rows appear so that you may know the 
sheep from the goats! 

When these tiny shoots do appear, 
there is danger that the hot sun may 


DONNY MORTON 


Continued from page 8 


go on the difficult journey with her 
husband and son but the children at 
home needed her, the daily chores had 
to be done, and she was expecting her 
fourth baby tn a few weeks. So she 
packed a lunch, wrapped Donny in 
warm blankets, made sure there was 
plenty of wood for the stove in the tiny 
caboose built on the sleigh, and wished 
them Godspeed. Some miles down the 
road Arthur stopped to get a neighbor 
woman to come along and hold Donny, 
while he drove the team. It was bitterly 
cold, and the neighbors tried to per- 
suade him to wait for a break in the 
weather. But anxiety for his beloved 
child forced him on. 

Arthur Morton remembers that trip 
as one of the most terrifying experiences 
of his life. A few miles from home, 


the bright moon which was lighting the 





burn them to death so start by leaving 
off the cotton at night only, then 
gradually leave it off later and later in 
the mornings, depending on the fierce- 
ness of the heat. Leave the lath screen 
in place until the end of August when 
your plants will be husky and flourish- 
ing, and although you may move them 
to their permanent homes in mid- 
September, I advise leaving them in the 
seedbed until next spring. With any 
luck at all, you will have far more than 
you need for your own borders so you 
will have handsome plants to barter 
or to bestow, which is half the fun of 
home gardening! 


Easy to Raise 

These are the perennials I find irre~ 
sistible and not too tricky to raise from 
seed: 

Shasta Daisies. In most catalogues 
these are listed under hardy (or peren- 
nial) chrysanthemums and my latest 
favorite is the “double white” which is 
like a lovely shaggy chrysanthemum. 

Pyrethrum. These are called ‘‘ painted 
daisies” because of their clear colors and 
the newer named varieties are elegant 
—I am torn between plunging on 
“bright vermilion red” and a cautious 
little flutter on a package of “mixed 
hybrids.” 

Columbine. This is where “long- 
spurred varieties” come in—look for 
them under Aquilegia and get either a 
mixed package or the colors you cannot 
resist in the new enormous beauties. 

Pinks. Here the official, or catalogue, 
name is Dianthus and the Allwood Bros. 
in England are so famous for their 
wonderful hybrid carnation-pinks that 
these are known simply as Allwoodit. 
They should bloom for you this year. 

Campanula Persicifolia. This is the 
**peach-leaf bellflower”’ whose clear-cut, 
shallow, single bells on their slender 
spires may be had in pure white or a 
soft blue. 

Linum. Although there is now a 
yellow variety of this perennial flax, to 
me linum perenne will always mean the 
feathery plant with the starry blue 
flowers that vanish each evening. Plant 
it in huge clumps to make drifts of azure 
blue and, if you cut off the outer stalks 
as they cease to bloom, new shoots from 
the centre will renew its beauty. 


way disappeared behind black clouds, 
and a raging blizzard blew across the 
frozen fields. He tried to turn back, but 
his trail was completely covered. The 
wind threatened to topple the caboose 
and cutter. 


When matters seemed at their worst, 
Donny took a convulsion. Arthur gave 
the horses their heads, and turned his 
full attention to his son. By the time 
the little boy was sleeping, the snow- 
drifts were so high the freezing animals 
couldn’t push through them. To stop 
till the blizzard was over, and wait to 
be rescued, seemed the easiest thing to 
do; but it would mean almost certain 
death to the horses, and perhaps them- 
selves. 

Arthur Morton went out into the 
blinding snow, urging the horses through 
waist-deep drifts, keeping the sleigh 
from tipping, and praying that they 
were going toward the town. About 
six in the morning, far-off lights blinked 
through the flying snow. The thoughts 
of help and warmth were almost too 
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much for the exhausted man. Fearing 
the cold wind on Donny, if he opened 


the caboose door, Arthur Morton half | 


clung to the back of the sleigh, trusting 
that the horses could make their way 
alone to the lights. The next thing he 
was aware of was the flash of lanterns, 
shouts of welcome, and strong arms 
helping them all into warmth and safety. 

The eleven miles from Archerwill to 
the fourteen-bed Rose Valley Hospital 
was covered in comfort by car on the 


open highway. There the doctor recom- | 


mended that Donny remain a few days 
for observation. Arthur Morton said, 
“That is one of the hardest things I 
have ever done—to leave the little tyke 


there. I’d have given almost anything | 


to stay with him, but I had to get back 
to Ella and the kids. I could tell he 
was scared at being left alone in a 
strange place, for his eyes filled up, and 
he swallowed hard. But when I said 
I’d be back to see him soon, he gave 
me a big kiss, and a grin. Gee, he was 


a plucky kid.” 
Child Into Infant 


Donny’s hospital stay lengthened into 


| several weeks. He contracted pneu- 


monia and was desperately ill. But his 
days were made brighter by the arrival 
of his mother, who presented him with 
a baby sister, Donelda. It was at this 
time, when both parents were at the 
hospital, that the doctor told them of 
the tragic outcome of his observations. 

He said that the little boy’s brain 
tissue was deteriorating, and that he 
would die within six months. There 
was no treatment that he knew of that 
could help the condition. Realizing how 
painful it would be for the young parents 
to see their youngster dying, the doctor 
suggested they leave Donny in the 
hospital. The Mortons would hear none 
of it. As soon as Ella was strong enough 
after the new baby’s birth, Donny came 
home. He was very spastic, took fre- 
quent convulsions, and had such diffi- 
culty in swallowing that he ate practi- 
cally nothing. But he began to regain 
a little strength under the constant care 
of his family. 

In the hospital he had been fed only 
at mealtimes, but Ella gave him a few 
Spt vonfuls of baby for dd or cooked cereal 
every twenty minutes or so, and Donny 
began to gain slightly in weight. He 
could not walk, but when his arms and 
legs weren’t too spastic, he could crawl 
at a great speed. He had wonderfully 
happy times with his family, laughing 
joyously over amusing little games. He 
loved to go to church, and when the 
roads were passable he was taken the 
thirteen miles to the service in the 
Archerwill United Church. 

Yet the gain was only temporary and 
it soon became clear that his condition 
was deteriorating. “The hardest thing 
to endure during those weeks,” says 
Ella, “‘was to watch Donny, who had 
always been so robust and healthy, 
going back to being a baby. Soon the 
new baby was eating more than he was, 
and all the time little Donny seemed 
to be slowly starving and shrinking 
because the contraction of his throat 
muscles made it almost impossible for 
him to swallow.” 

As soon as the crop was in the 
Mortons dipped into their meagre sav- 
ings and Arthur took his little son from 
«o-tor to doctor in Saskatoon, and then 
Regina. Always they gave the same 
verdict—a ho.eless brain di e.se which 
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would gradually paralyze him more and 
more till death came. 

The Mortons accepted the fact that 
this was a brain disease, but they never 
accepted the verdict that it was hope- 
less. “Why, when we look at the little 
tyke’s blue eyes, they were so full of 
hope and trust that we knew we could 
never give up till we had found help 
for him.” In September, 1950, they sold 
three of their eight cows to pay for a 
plane ticket to Rochester, and the Mayo 
Clinic. And, after tiring and extensive 
examinations, the verdict was the same 

a hopeless brain disease. 


Faith Healer from Flin Flon 


An almost beaten Arthur Morton, and 
a little boy more dead than alive, 
returned to their prairie homestead. But 
once again, under Ella’s constant care, 
and her gentle coaxing to drink a 
mouthful of juice or swallow a spoonful 
of porridge, the little boy rallied. And 
every minute of every day the parents 
wondered where they could turn next 
for help. 

The neighbors admired their dogged 


determination to find a cure for then 
child; but most of them felt that the 
Mortons were only jeopardizing then 
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future by going so far into debt in a 


hopeless quest. After all, they had done He was working in London, England. 
everything humanly possible for their | But such was his fame that people from 
child’s welfare—he had by now been as far away as California were taking 
pronounced hopeless by a dozen doctors, their sick to him there, by plane. The 
and there were still three other members Mortons realized that, even with their 
in the family to think about. love, faith, and determination, they 
Then Arthur remembered a faith could not manage such a trip with 
healer named Rev. William Branham Donny. Then one day they noticed a | 
who had worked wonders on two deaf- newspaper article stating that the evan- 
mute friends of his, whom he had _ gelist had returned to the States, and 
worked with in Flin Flon, Manitoba, was holding meetings in Costa Mesa, 
several years before. The father and California, thirty miles from Los An- 
mother discussed the possibility of tak-  geles, where he was reportedly curing 
ing Donny to him if they could locate the sick by prayer. 
him. They knew they would have to With hopes renewed, the Mortons 
sell nearly everything they owned to counted their pennies. After selling 
pay for the trip. They also felt their more cows, they had a total of two 
friends and relatives would look askance hundred and fifty dollars. They felt 
on what they would sceptically regard that they were not jeopardizing their 
as a madcap scheme. So they confided family, for they had the promise that 
only in the owner of the local Red this would be a good year for the crop 
and White store, a man named Jeffries. Arthur had sowed between his trips to | 
Arthur Morton says, “Mr. Jeffries was the doctors. Ignoring the advice of all 
the person who really helped most at concerned, they brought Donny home 
that time. He was always kind, sym- from the hospital where he had been 
pathetic and helpful, and if he thought for several weeks, for a last week end 
we were crazy to risk our future on a at home with his mother and family. 


faith healer, he never said so. He stood Ella washed and mended his tiny 
by us in doing whatever we felt was best clothes, packed a satchel with baby food 
and diapers, and early last June she 
once again sent them 
off-—the dogged father 
and the trusting child, 


for our boy.” 


now barely able to 
breathe, and wasted 
to a frightening twenty 
pounds. Arthur took 
two hundred and forty 
dollars, leaving Ella 
ten dollars with which 
to manage the family. 

“But we were all in 
on this,” Ella says. 
“Douglas and Darlene 
were old enough to 
know the trouble, and 
they were just as anxi- 
ous as we were to do 
without things if there 
was a chance of sav- 
ing Donny. So you 
see it was a real family 
affair, and somehow 
we got along.” 

At Yorkton, Saskat- 
chewan, Arthur found 
a plane ticket cost 
nearly double the 
amount he had. 
“Everyone I met said, 
‘Go home, you have 
done all you can.’ And 
then I’d look at the 
little tyke in my arms 
and his eyes would 
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in the hope of easing the muscle spasms. 

Feeding Donny was the most difficult 
problem. The supply of baby food, 
meant to last out the plane trip, soon 
ran out. Morton had to take advantage 
of an occasional village stop, to slip 
across to a grocery store and get some 
suitable food for the lad. But when 
they began to stop at only the larger 
centres, he had to rely on what he could 
find in depot restaurants. Their route 
took them through Regina and Leth- 
bridge, Alberta, to the border, then 
through Butte, Montana, Salt Lake 
City, Utah and Las Vegas, Nevada. The 
bus stop-overs became very complicated 
affairs—-for twenty minutes was all too 
short a time for the father to choose 
something his son could swallow , to rinse 
out a few diapers in the washroom, and 
get lunch for himself. 

Donny’s needs were always attended 
to first, and more often than not Arthur 
food or drink. But 
passengers stared at the two of them 
with mixed feelings of curiosity and 
sympathy, and usually someone would 
offer to sit by Donny while Morton went 


went without 


into the depot. 

“T never liked to ask anyone,” says 
the quiet Morton, “but people were 
wonderful about volunteering. Donny 
couldn’t cry to let me know when he 
was In pain, or needed something, so 
I had to watch him constantly. When 
restless | tried to guess his 
trouble. After a lot of trial and error | 
became quite proficient,” he grinned. 

Donny choked on solid food or milk, 
but with infinite patience on Morton’s 


he grew 


part he could tempt him with a few 
drops of tomato juice, or a bit of scraped 
apple. More than once, when the father 
couldn’t find anything more suitable, he 
scooped the centre out of apple pie for 
the boy. He put tiny bits into his mouth 
and prayed that it would gradually seep 
down his throat without choking him. 
Thus, though he fed him almost con- 
stantly during his waking hours, the 
nourishment the boy’s body received 


was almost negligible. 
A Newspaper Helps 


But in spite of the hardships, Arthur 
Morton looks back on the bus trip with 
many happy memories. “We were so 
very close together all the time, and 
Donny made me feel strong in just 
caring for him. Even though he couldn’t 
smile, when | told him stories, or funny 
things that happened along the way, his 
eyes would shine, and I knew that even 
if we didn’t find our miracle, we were 
both happier than if he had stayed in 
the hospital waiting to die. 

“I guess I didn’t sleep or eat properly 
during the six days of the trip, but 
somehow | didn’t miss it. When we 
pulled into Los Angeles | wasn’t tired 
or hungry. But ! was scared by the size 
of the place, and the millions of strange 
faces, and as I stepped off the bus 
3,000 miles from home, I longed to have 
omeone walk up and say, ‘Hi, Art! 
llow is Donny?’ ” 

The day Morton arrived in Los An- 
cles seeking his modern miracle was 
lune 10, 1951, eighteen months after 
Donny’s condition had been pronounced 
opeless. But the unflagging faith that 
id carried them through so many 
lversities began to be rewarded. 

Utterly bewildered and nearly penni- 
ss, Morton sought the help of the 
l'ravelers’ Aid in finding the faith- 
caler. The Travelers’ Aid phoned the 
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Los Angeles Times for information and 
soon a newspaperwoman arrived in a 
Times staff car to drive father and son 
to Costa Mesa. 

On the way, the reporter explained 
that when the call had come from the 
bus depot her editor had asked “Why 
in heaven’s name would anyone come 
all the way from Saskatchewan?” And 
the Travelers’ Aid had answered, “Be- 
cause this man believes that if God helps 
to heal other people He will help his son.” 
Feeling that here was a rare and won- 
derful devotion which needed all the 
help possible, the reporter had been 
assigned to take the Mortons to the 
revival meeting. 

When they arrived at the great revival 
tent, dozens of people stood in line to 
wait for an audience with the man they 
hoped could heal them of their illnesses. 
Many had been standing for hours, and 
many had come miles at great incon- 
venience; but when the others saw the 
slim, haggard man clutching the wasted 
little form, almost of one accord they 
moved aside and Morton 
ahead of them. 


motioned 


“I Think There is Hope” 


Inside the tent, on the platform, the 
child lay quietly in his father’s arms. 
The healer asked no questions, but his 
piercing eyes searched the boy’s wide 
blue ones, and saw his emaciated, twisted 
body. He spoke quietly to Mr. Morton. 
“Your son is suffering from a serious 
brain malady, but do not give up hope. 
For with faith in God’s power, and help 
from the medical world, your little son 
will live.” And then while twenty-seven 
hundred people bent their heads, he 
prayed to God for a miracle to save 
the child’s life. According to Morton, 
Donny managed to smile at him, for the 
first time in weeks. 

Unbelievably, Arthur’s miracle began 
to take place. On June 12, in response 
to the Times story of the Mortons’ 
arrival, letters began to arrive at the 
newspaper oflice. Among them was 
a letter from a Pasadena woman who 
is a professional physiotherapist and 
child educator. She said she believed 
there would be hope for Donay through 
the skill of a noted Pasadena brain 
surgeon, Dr. William T. Grant, who had 
saved her after three years of helpless- 
ness following a brain injury. What 
happened to her seemed miraculous, she 
declared, for she had been instantly 
cured—and while she believed in God’s 
power she said she also believed in 
calling on the skill and knowledge of 
trained specialists. Asserting that she 
felt Morton’s faith and persistence in 
trying to save his son deserved all the 
help he could get, the Pasadena woman 
offered to assume expenses for the sur- 
geon’s services. 

With renewed hope, Morton phoned 
his benefactress and she arranged an 
appointment with the doctor. Arthur 
Morton will always remember the doc- 
tor’s words after the examination was 
made: “You know, I think this is far 
from hopeless if the boy can live 
through the operation.” 

That same night Donny was admitted 
to St. Luke’s Hospital and prepared for 
an operation. Doubtful that the under- 
nourished, dehydrated child could sur- 
vive, a small army of specialists stood 
by with oxygen, whole blood, and 
emergency equipment during the deli- 
cate operation the following morning. 

When, hours later, Donny was wheeled 


CAKE MIX and CARNATION 


... @ Baking — 

: : ichly flavored cake, 
For a La pony ric pe ix that calls for 
this: ; ixed with an equal 


mnilk, ee ppavaring> 8 and bake according 


kage directions. a 
penser oF iTS Success: Carnation 
homogeniz 
makes it espe 


refined — Ww 
cially suitable for baking. 
pLus 
CARMA 
DZ auci FREnen ICING 
Thrifty — Creamy Smooth — Delicious 
(Makes icing for two 8” layers) 






‘ 


sifted 
leup ee, gage ob ine ‘ Pie depreestiin. Ont, 
chocolate Cr ge) V2 cup undiluted water is removed. Only 
poke” Carnation Milk Vitamin D is added. 
4 butter 


Over low heat, stit 
chips and butter. 


ith Carnation. Beat 


least two minutes 
cooled cake layers. 


NO OTHER MILK 
HAS SO MANY USES 


. for all milk purposes, use Carnation 
mixed with an equal amount of water. 
For coffee . on cereals and fruits 
and desserts . . . and in cream recipes — 
use Carnation undiluted. Remember that 


double concentrated Carnation is heavy 
enough to whip. Yet it is so economical. 


All milk’s food values, plus 480 Units of 


Vitamin D per pint. 


and melt chocolate 
Allow to cool to rom 

in icing sugar alter- 
rature. Blend in icing triskly by 
ium speed) unt 
hand pt ponigeam for spreading 
creamy ). Spread between 








Cus => aD 


Tae, 


KO te 
~- 
(Eadie D> 
ed 4 ~ oP 
= 4/4 . , 


“ 


a = 
(arnation 


LISTEN to the delightful Saturday 
radio show, “Stars Over Holly- 
wood”. A complete half-hour play 
every week — specially written for 
this programme. See your news- 
paper for time and stations. 


FREE: Carnation’s “Velvet Blend Book” 
of tested recipes, new and old. Bright 
ideas for each meal of the day. Splen- 
didly illustrated. Write to Dept. 22, 
Carnation Company Limited, Toronto, 
Vancouver, or St. John’s, Newfoundland. 


69 











PARIS 


MWttd 
. «. highlight stripes! Nylon sheers with 
pink or blue stripes on white. Double-woven 
cottons in white, pink, blue, yellow, 


champagne, all with black stripes. 
The Paris Glove Co. Ltd. 





| services. 








70 





out of the operating theatre, his father 
waited on the other side of the swing 
doors, grey with anxiety. As Arthur 
Morton walked beside the stretcher, his 
eyes greedily devoured the little face, 
relaxed at last after months of the 
painful, taut expression that had almost 
Nearly 
had 


hidden his childish good looks. 
delirious with joy that 
survived the operation, Arthur listened 
to the doctor tell him that Donny was 
not “out of the woods” by any means. 
There would be many hard days ahead, 
during which the boy would need con- 
stant attention, more operations, and 
medications 


his son 


staggeringly expensive 
even though the doctors had donated 
their skill. 

But Arthur only shook hand 
gratefully and grinned. “It’s true,” 
he confessed, “I don’t know where I’ll 
get the money. But | will—I promise. 
After one miracle it’s not hard to believe 
in another.” 


his 


“How Is Donny?” 


The doctor, in response to dozens of 
phone calls, issued a technical state- 
ment. “The child was suspected of 
having a subdural hydroma. This is 


| a layer of clear fluid that compresses 


the brain. This morning openings were 
made in the skull, and a_ subdural 


| hydroma of moderate size was released 


from right and left sides. He withstood 
the operation well.” 

The story of the father who had 
dedicated himself to keeping the spark 
of life alive in the trusting baby was 
flashed across the country by the news 
Letters of admiration, sym- 
pathy, and encouragement poured into 


the hospital and newspaper. Most of 
the notes contained cheques and cash, 
to help with the staggering medical bills, 

Although there were no doctor bills, 
the hospital and nurses’ fees, the X-ray, 
intravenous feedings, oxygen, and other 
specialized equipment and techniques 
needed in the battle for the little life, 
cost six hundred dollars a week—a sum 
representing months of income from the 
Morton farm. But never once did 
Arthur Morton ask for a financial hand- 
out. He was fighting against desperate 
odds for his son’s life, and he was willing 
to pay for the victory with years of 
backbreaking labor if necessary; but he 
was going to repay, and he made that 
clear. 


Pulling for His Son 


One of the things that impressed 
people was Morton’s independence in 
money matters. The secretary of one 
doctor he consulted remarked, “‘How he 
paid those bills I'll never know. But 
he did. That’s remarkable for a man 
of his means. I just wish we could say 
the same of our wealthy patients.” 

Extra help was needed at the hospital 
to attend to the phone calls and mail. 
One of the desk clerks said happily, 
“The entire staff is in on this thing. We 
need two switchboards—one for regular 
calls, and one for Donny.” 

And Morton, soothing his son, or 
standing in the hall when the room was 
crowded with medical people, was over- 
whelmed by the knowledge that hun- 
dreds of people whom he would never 
see or know were pulling for his beloved 
pulling with fervent prayers and 
hard cash all mixed together. A brittle, 
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brassy, sophisticated city saw a picture 
of a dying child, with great trusting eyes 
and a lopsided smile, tenderly cradled 
in the arms of a poverty-stricken father 
who clung tenaciously to the belief that 
God is good, and its heart warmed with 
a desire to help these strangers. 

Los Angeles businessmen at their club 
luncheons asked each other, “How is 
little Donny today?” Hollywood celeb- 
rities anxiously read of Donny’s set- 
backs and gains, and dropped cheques 
in the mail. Youngsters halfway across 
the continent made crude backyard 
stages, and produced “The Greatest 
Circus on Earth—proceeds to go to the 
Donny Morton fund.” The staff of one 
California office who had taken up a 
collection to buy flowers for the funeral 
of a fellow employee, sent the money 
to help Donny instead. Some kiddies 
sold lemonade on a street corner and 
sent the money to Donny in a brown 
paper bag. 


Father-and-Son Bond 


During the anxious days, Arthur was 
always at the boy’s bedside, holding his 
wispy hand, and encouraging him in 
a constant flow of jumbled chatter 

jumbled, at least, to the attendants 
around the bed, but apparently quite 
clear to the intent little boy. Donny’s 
eyes, when open, never left his daddy’s 
face, and his frail hand, when he slept, 
still clutched his father’s. 

Observers were constantly awaré of 
the bond between father and son. One 
of them remarked, “There is something 
very special between those two. It’s 
there every time they look at each other. 
I think if it hadn’t been for the father’s 
trust in God the little fellow couldn’t 
have pulled through to here.” 

The crisis came Saturday night. Don- 
ny showed signs of weakening and the 
doctors and father were summoned. But 
once again the combined forces of a 
father’s faith and the wonders of modern 
medicine, coaxed the tiny life back from 
the valley of death, and the lad fell into 
a healing slumber just as dawn broke 
over the city. The anxious staff of 
St. Luke’s Hospital uttered a little 
prayer of thanksgiving for the plucky 
little fighter. 

Morton leafed through dozens of let- 
ters, looked at the baskets of flowers 
and delightful toys and mused, “Last 
week we got here in a strange city, a 
strange country even, where we didn’t 
know a soul. I'll never think of it as 
strange again. Now when I walk down 
the street folks come up to me, shake 
me by the hand and ask me, ‘How’s 
the boy?” Then they walk off, and | 
look down and there is money in my 
hand.” 


“Donny Is Going to Get Well” 


He read a letter from a little girl who 
said she had been saving her money to 
buy her daddy a present for Father’s 
Day, but she had decided the nicest 
present she could give him was to help 
Donny’s daddy. Clipped to the letter 
were two one-dollar bills. Even the U.S. 
immigration officers seemed moved by 
the Canadian farmer’s plight when they 
cheerfully extended his visitor’s permit. 

Then came the wonderful day when 
the doctor said with cautious optimism, 
“Donny Morton is going to get well.” 
Nearly the first person to hear the good 
news was Ella Morton, who had main- 
tained her unswerving faith during the 
anxious days on the farm. The Los 
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Angeles Times put through a call to 
Archerwill, Saskatchewan, for Arthur. 

“Our wee one is going to get well. 
He weighs twenty-three pounds now,” 
he cried to his wife 3,000 miles away. 
Sobs of joy and relief were Ella’s answer, 
as she fought against an almost uncon- 
trollable desire to sell what things were 
left on the farm so she could go to Donny 
and Arthur. 

A second operation to relieve pressure 
was necessary a few days later, and after 
the child spent six hours on the oper- 
ating table another long vigil began. 
When the little boy became restless, and 
stirred in his slumber, Arthur would 
take the fumbling hand for the thou- 
sandth time, and murmur, “I’m here, 
Donny, course | am.” Because of the 
bond between them, Morton’s constant 
presence was considered a vital factor 
in the child’s survival. 


A Flood of Gifts 


Then Western Airlines decided the 
best reinforcement for a little fellow 
facing his third brain operation would 
be his mother. At Archerwill, Ella 
Morton was almost beside herself with 
joy and unbelief when the airline offered 
to fly her to Los Angeles. During the 
day, the three children were taken to 
Arthur’s sister, and the farm animals 
distributed among the neighbors. Warm- 
hearted Saskatchewan farmers sent word 
to Arthur that they would do his haying, 
and that he wasn’t to worry about 
anything except bringing Donny home, 
well and happy. 

Donny and his father found great 
comfort and inspiration in the presence 
of Ella Morton, and much of the pain 
of the past month was forgotten. The 
third operation was performed, and 
once again doctors were amazed at the 
youngster’s physical resilience and spirit. 
Four days after his third operation he 
was pronounced out of danger. 

Still the letters and gifts poured in. 
Another patient offered the Mortons the 
use of a lovely home near the hospital, 
which they accepted. Radio programs 
and television shows, realizing there was 
something very appealing and extra- 
ordinary in this Canadian farm ccuple, 
coaxed them to appear on broadcasts. 
They refused until they were sure their 
boy was out of danger, and they could 
safely leave his bedside for a bit of 
sightseeing and happy celebrating. 

Now Donny had a roommate—a four- 
teen-month-old girl who had been oper- 
ated on for a subdural hydroma by the 
same doctor as Donny. The child’s 
parents could not afford the necessary 
constant care, and the Mortons insisted 
on havirig her crib moved into Donny’s 
room. “The least we can do is share 
the kindness and generosity showered on 
us, by so many unknown friends,” they 
said. 

Three weeks later a very gay leave- 
taking was held in the St. Luke’s Hos- 
pital sunroom. It was joyous because 
Donny could sit up, and reach out to 
his parents in the first definite response 
since his surgery. The parents, anxious 
to stay till they could take their young 
son home with them, had to return 
without him to Archerwill—Arthur to 
harvest his crop, and Ella to get her 
two elder children ready for the new 
school term. 

In their eagerness to use none of the 
money donated them for their own use, 
they went home the cheapest way—the 
way father and son had traveled to 
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Los Ange 
They left Donny in very capable hands 

those of the sixty-eight-year-old Pasa- 
dena woman, a retired physiotherapist 
and an 
retarded 
friended them but who always insisted The fourth 
performed, ; 
with colors flying so high he was moved 
to the home of his benefactress. News 


on remaining anonymous. 


When the Mortons left Los Ange- 
les in mid-September, Donny weighed 
thirty-five pounds, could sit alone, cry the tireless 
noisilv, and try to talk. But his leg 
muscles were so badly atrophied, and can _ throw 


the tendons so shrunk from inactivity, stand” were 
that many 
were needed. When the Mortons reached 
Saskatoon, two hundred miles from their 
home, another surprise awaited them. 
Radio station CKOM had launched a four critical 
“Donny Morton Fund” for the leg 


treatments. 


on ra 


heard of the Mortons, and money began 
to pour i 

Children brought change from their 
banks; a blind man gave five 


piggy 


dollars; 
Kenaston, 
orphans gave the birthday money allot- 
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than nine hundred dollars was raised, 


and given to the Mortons, not as a gift 


“Donny had a party today” 
“Donny can 
heartening bulletins. 

And then one day late in October a 
newscast informed 
Arthur Morton had flown to the coast 
to be with his son again. 


with tragic irony 
pneumonia. 

Donny’s oxygen tent was removed as 
his father, haggard with anxiety, bent 


guardians; an unem- 


of charity, but as a medal for the shining 
glory of a father’s faith and courage. 

operation was 
came through 


reports informed readers that he was 
continuing to make rapid progress under 
his teacher. 


. “Donny 


listeners that 


After surviving 
operations, Donny 
had contracted 


close to the little form as if to breathe 
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his own life into it, and coaxed, “Donny, 
Daddy’s here. So come on, tyke, you’re 
going to pull out of this.” 

Hospital authorities were at first able 
to report the boy breathing more easily 






NOW! 


and generally improved. But then on 
November 2 a continent heard that 
Donny Morton had died in his sleep 
defeated in the end not by the condition 
which he had battled so doggedly, but 
by a combination of pneumonia and 
meningitis. At the last Arthur Morton, 
watching the desperate struggle of life 
and death prayed that God relieve 
Danny of his suffering if such was His 


will. 


“He Has Opened the Way” 


Sceptics will say, “You see? Donny 


died. Miracles don’t happen in the 
twentieth century, after all.” 

But they are wrong. The personal 
miracle Morton sought—that his child’s 
life be saved—was denied. But out of 
his search for it came another miracle, 
because this Saskatchewan farmer’s self- 
less and unquestioning pilgrimage across 


half a continent stirred the hearts of 


thousands. 

After Arthur Morton brought Donny 
home to be buried in Archerwill, the 
letters and gifts followed him. At Christ- 
mastime came another flood. From Los 
Angeles the Mortons heard of plans for 
a new wing to be built on St. Luke’s 
Hospital, to further the advancement 

—_—— of children’s brain 
surgery, and reports 
of a book and a movie 
which would spread 
the story of Donny 
Morton even farther. 
If these are success- 
ful, a third of the 
royalties from both 
will go to the Mor- 
tons, but Arthur and 
Ella Morton have 
dedicated in advance 
every dollar to help- 
ing children who need 
care beyond their par- 
ents’ ability to pay. 

And even though 
the wave of helpful- 
ness and generosity 
aroused by the story 
of Donny Morton will 
die down again, there 
remains this state- 
ment issued by the 
Pasadenasurgeon who 
operated on the boy. 


“Donny Morton is 
dead, and it would 
seem that the tena- 
cious struggle of the 
child and his father 


had not been justly 
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dural hydromas in 
infants, and some (of 
the cases since dis- 
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on the road to good 
recovery. Arthur Mor- 
ton’s unselfish devo- 
tion has not given 
him back his little 
boy, but it has opened 
the way for many other 
patients to receive 
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THE OTHER WOMAN 


Continued from page 7 


willingness to strive toward the man’s 
intellectual level.” 

And yet all the authorities on mar- 
riage to whom I talked agreed that the 
other woman is not a cause of domestic 
unhappiness, but a result. In only rare 


evening, and Sundays she used for extra 
household jobs. By the time she finished, 
At first, 
Warren’s evenings out were “with the 


her only desire was to rest. 


boys,” but soon he was spending his 
time with a girl whose acquaintance he 
had made during his many solo trips 
to the bowling alley. 

In talking about his infidelity, Warren 
admitted that he still loved his wife but 
declared he couldn’t put up with her 


plained, “not a drudge. Sure, I like 
a nice house and all, but I don’t want 
her to spend all her time cleaning this 
and polishing that until she is too tired 
even to talk to me at night.” 

Although Ann had misjudged het 
husband’s needs, the rift between them 
was not yet too wide and she was willing 
to admit her error. When she discovered 
her marriage was threatened she sen- 
sibly went to an experienced counselor 


When sexual maladjustment is pres- 
ent in a marriage the outcome can be 
tragic, but here in particular a frank 
facing up to the problem, and the proper 
medical and psychological advice, can 
prevent tragedy if concern is shown in 
time. 

A psychologist who has dealt with 
many such cases points out that when 


a woman is uncomfortable in her sex 


life, this discomfort leads to stress and 


continual listlessness. 
“I want her to be my pal,” he ex- 


‘Magic Sausage Crown 


for guidance—and was capable of recog- tenseness in every phase of marriage. 


cases, they say, is she the reason for 


nizing her own shortcomings. If instead of being an active participant 


a marriage failure: far more often she 
is merely the manifestation of a sick 
relationship, offering the husband com- 
pensation for something he finds lacking 
in his marriage. 

The best time to fight this other 
woman, the authorities also agree, is 
when she is just a phantom—in your 
own mind, not your husband’s. And 
the best place is within the stronghold 
of your own marriage while it is still a 
strong and happy union and while any 
potential faults and weaknesses can still 
be fortified, 

Marriage experts have defined five 
distinct fields where trouble lurks if a 
wife doesn’t measure up to her hus- 
band’s expectations—the physical, emo- 
tional, intellectual, social and economic. 
The secret of being successful in marriage 
lies in knowing which roles your hus- 
band feels are most important and 
excelling in those. When a wife mis- 
calculates or ignores those things her 
husband counts important, she is giving 
the other woman the dynamite with 
which to blast apart her marriage. 
There is no one “perfect wife’ who 
never need worry abeut competition 
because each man asks a different kind 
of perfection. 

And the unfair part of it is that the 
one thing a husband finds lacking in 
his marriage may become all important 
in his eyes, simply because he misses 
it. So that another woman seems 
wonderful to him simply because she 
excels in this respect, even though she 
herself may be quite lacking in others. 

The first field naturally 
includes appearance. Although beauty 
is only skin deep, good grooming and 
neatness are not. You may not be a — " 
goddess of loveliness, but you can be 
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1 pound sausages 





3 medium-sized onions 

2% cups diced tart apples 

Y4 cup seedless raisins, washed and drained 
3 thsps. brown sugar 

3 cups once-sifted pastry flour 

or 224 cups once-sifted all-purpose flour 
514 tsps. Magic Baking Powder 

1 tsp. salt 

Yq cup chilled shortening 

1 egg, well beaten 

1% cups milk 


neat and dressed in good taste—not 
only when your husband takes you out, 
but at home as well. 

There is a more important aspect of 
the physical, however. It is health. 
Many diseases and physical failings are 
beyond personal control, but the one 
which gives an open sesame to the other 
A constantly tired 
nagging wife will drive almost any hus- 


woman is fatigue. 


Budget Fare... Raised to Royalty 


Grease a 9-inch tube pan. Preheat oven to 375° 
(moderately hot). Fry sausages until nicely 
browned; remove from pan? Peel onions, cut into 
Y -inch-thick slices and separate into rings. Cook 
in the sausage dripping, over low heat, until 
onions are tender and lightly browned; remove 
from dripping. Combine apples, raisins, brown 
sugar and onion rings; spread in bottom of pre- 
pared pan. Stand sausages around edge of pan, 
pressing them into the apple mixture to keep them 
erect. Mix and sift once, then sift into a bowl, 
the flour, Magic Baking Powder and salt. Cut in 
shortening finely. Combine well-beaten egg and 
milk. Make a well in the flour mixture and add 
liquids; mix lightly with a fork. Carefully pour 
batter into prepared pan; spread evenly. Drop 
pan on table two or three times. Bake in preheated 
oven about 55 minutes. Loosen edges, turn out, 
and fill and border with suitable cooked vege- 
tables; pass parsley cream sauce or any other 
desired sauce. Yield: 6 generous servings. 


band into seeking cheerful companion- 
ship elsewhere; and this is particularly 


with MAGIC ! 


Ho! ho! Look what Magic has done 


tragic when it is truly avoidable, as in 
the previously mentioned case of Ann 


and Warren Baxter. ‘ : 
with a pound of sausages! A delicate 


ring of tender Magic biscuit dough 


“A Pal—Not a Drudge” 
When Ann, who previously had been 
full of fun and pep, seemed less inter- 
ested in any kind of shared activities 


turns them into a chef’s creation! 

A kingly dish for Susty appetites 
scrumptious with juicy vegetables and 
with her husband, he soon started going 


a marvellous topping of apples, 
Her excuse +s 


out alone in the evening. ens. skainan 
whenever he suggested bowling, a Sun- 
day picnic or even a hand of honeymoon Plan this newest Magic triumph this 
bridge was that she was too tired. And 
she was. In spite of Warren’s protests 
that she forget all but the necessary 
household chores, Ann kept her floors 
polished like mirrors and her windows 
framed in white ruffles. She was always 
working when Warren got home in the 


week. And for Sure success in all your 
baking depend on time-tried Magic 
Baking Powder. For less than I¢ per 





average baking Magic protects results 


and the cost of your ingredients. 
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I. Cook and dice enough potatoes to make 4 
cups. Prepare 1 cup diced celery, 2 tablespoons 
chopped pimento, 2 tablespoons chopped onion, 


2. Measure out 2 tablespoons of pickle juice to 
add when mixing salad. Blend in pickle 
salt and pepper to taste, and 2 cup Miracle 


in the love making she is just an 
unwilling recipient of her husband’s 
emotions, she will likely become a mar- 
tyr in her own eyes and perhaps destroy 
her husband’s confidence in his own 
sexual capabilities. This makes him 
anxious to prove to himself that he can 
be a satisfying lover—and once again 
the opportunity is offered for another 
woman to satisfy a need the marriage 
has left unfulfilled. 

It is a short step from the physical 
field into the second where a_ wife’s 
shortcomings can invite trouble in the 
form of another woman: the emotional. 
And the clergymen with whom I talked 
stressed that spiritual and ethical needs 
also must be considered in this category. 


No Affection Left Over 


To build a firm basis for marriage, 
life itself must have a true and deep 
meaning; and happiness together must 
be more than just a day-to-day thing. 
One minister declares that he believes 
there is an increase of “other woman” 
trouble because “too many moderns lack 
not only the background but also the 
backbone for marriage and are too ready 
to chuck it aside when trouble arises.” 

These are people who have the “Holly- 
wood” conception of marriage: that 
when something goes wrong it is not 
the fault of the husband or wife, but 
of the marriage—and the best thing to 
do about it is to get another marriage. 
One counselor put this in a different way 
when he said, “Many couples look on 
marriage as a business contract when 
it is really a case of identifying them- 
selves with each other.” 

It was a psychologist who observed 
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that sometimes the other woman may 
be given a chance to interfere in a 
marriage following the arrival of chil- 
dren, should a wife allow her husband 
to feel she has little time or affection 
left to give him. From his files came 
the case of Peggy Lawrence whose 
husband was the sort of fellow who 
thrived on lots of affectionate attention. 
And Peggy was glad to give it to him 
until their baby was born. Then, 
engrossed in her new role as mother, 
she became almost too busy to glance 
up when Joe came around, 

Soon Joe started seeing an old girl 
friend—but Peggy heard about it and 
was smart enough to seek help. Yet 
for all the obvious immaturity of her 
husband’s conduct, it took her a long 
time to realize how much at fault she 
was herself. The counselor who helped 
the Lawrences not only told Peggy she 
must give Joe the expressions of love 
and appreciation which he craved, but 
also told her she must help Joe grow 
up by sharing with him the care of their 
child. 


Need New Interests 


A prominent judge who has had many 
years of family relations counseling sees 
a strong emotional bond built between 
a husband and wife through “the three 
S’s—Sacrifice, Service and Share.” He 
feels that when two people have sacri- 
ficed together to attain security, when 
they have shared not only troubles but 
joys as well, and when they have 
sometimes overlooked their own desires 
to serve the other, they will experience 
a close and warm relationship. <A 
husband is more prone to wander if, 
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Water, water everywhere —and you 
struggling with an old fashioned plunger! 
What a waste of effort when Gillett’s will 
unblock that drain in a jiffy! Just pour in 
3 tablespoons of Gillett’s, full strength, 
and your work’s done! Gillett’s cuts 
through grease, clears drains right out, 
allows water to run freely. Gillett’s also 
makes light work of cleaning floors and 
toilets, destroys contents of outside 
closets, deodorizes garbage pails. Saves 
you wk in dozens of ways. Get some 
today! 








Here’s a specially good potato salad your family will 


love! Secret of its tempting flavor is the dressing .. . 
matchless Miracle Whip! Combining the qualities of 


zesty boiled dressing and creamy-smooth mayonnaise, 


Miracle Whip has a just-right goodness. With potato 
salad—with all your salads—serve the “‘one and only”? 
Miracle Whip, Canada’s favorite salad dressing. 
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eB. Heap potato salad in a mound in center of 
P sm lettuce; garnish with devilled eggs. Roll slices 
‘hip. of bologna into cone-shapes; fill with chopped 


pickle relish; arrange on lettuce around salad. 
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4. Deluxe potato salad demands a de- 
luxe dressing—and no other salad dress- 
ing has the lively yet delicate flavor of 
Miracle Whip. It’s a: gaa delicious 


—truly the ‘one and only.” 
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instead of being a member of a team, | 


he feels that he and his wife are two 
solo performers—he in his business ac- 
tivities and she in the home. 

The key to where trouble may develop 
in the intellectual sphere of marriage 
may be found in a psychologist’s state- 
ment that “mental discrepancy leads to 
boredom.” A man wants a wife who 
can talk to him about something other 
than food, fashions and babies. Nothing 
is as stifling as the wish to discuss some- 
thing and find that the person with 
whom you are talking not only doesn’t 
know anything about the subject but 
has no wish to learn about it. Many 





husbands seek the career women in their | 
own and allied fields because they crave | 


an intellectual companionship which 


they know they will not find at home. | 

This danger increases as a couple | 
approach middle age, when the roman- | 
tic appeal of the early years of marriage | 
and the thrill of raising a family have | 


passed. It is at this age that many 
husbands turn to another woman; often 
to bolster their egos and to convince 
themselves that they are still attractive 
to the opposite sex; but often, too, 
because they feel the need of a com- 
panion of less limited interests than they 
ind at home. 

An enquiring mind and an eagerness 
to explore new fields of interest may 
save many a wife the heartbreak of 
seeing another woman monopolize her 
husband’s time and interest, if not 
always his love. It is a wise wife who 
keeps pace mentally with her husband. 


Equality is the password, too, in the | 


social field where it is just as vital for 
a wife to grow with her husband. 
he rises in his job or profession she must 
realize that new responsibilities are hers 


too. As soon as a husband becomes 


As | 


even a bit hesitant about introducing | 


his wife to business acquaintances, she 
runs the risk of being supplanted by 
another woman. 


Money Troubles 


There was the case reported to me 
of a small town salesman to whom a 
promotion brought a move to a larger 
city. At first he felt shocked and 
ashamed of himself when he realized 
that he definitely avoided having his 
wife meet When 
there was entertaining to do or business 
functions to attend, he more and more 
often took along his secretary. He tried 
to tell himself that he was asking her 
because it was advantageous for busi- 


his new associates. 


ness reasons, but soon he had to admit 
that he was afraid his wife would leave 
a bad impression. 

Although aware of the situation, his 
wife suffered several years of frustration 


and unhappiness before she could bring | 


herself to do anything about it. It was 
hard, she said, learning to entertain and 
even to mix easily with a 
people different from any she had known 
before. But once she determined to do 
something about her shyness and social 
inexperience, she began to improve and 
the series of secretaries who had usurped 
a large part of her wifely role were soon 
back in the office. 


group of | 


Finally, there is the economic “trouble 


area.” A psychologist rates the handling 
of the family’s resources as the major 
cause of matrimonial discord, while a 
pastor considers economic problems sec- 
ond only to sexual incompatibility as 
a cause of marriage failures. 

Today, with more and more wives 
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EASY SPRINGTIME 
SPARKLERS 


Wherever you look, there’s a sign of 
spring—in the garden, the orchard, 
and on the Easter bonnets. Let's 
put some of the vibrant springtime 
colour on the dinner table, with 


these gorgeous Lushus desserts. So 
shimmery, so sparkly, so very easy 
to prepare. 





Lazy daisy Lushus Such a happy 
looking dessert! Just arrange a ring 
of blanched almonds in the bottom 
of a mould. Barely cover with Lime 
Lushus Jelly. When set, pour in the 
remaining Lushus. So much for 
just a few cents a serving. 





Wild Cherry Pie Prepare Shirriff’s 
Wild Cherry Lushus with 
from a can of cherries plus enough 
hot water to make 114 cups. When 
partially set, beat in 1 pint vanilla 
ice cream and | cup cherries. Turn 
into baked shell, and chill well. It’s 


good. 


juice 





Grape Garland Lushus = Glittering 
Orange Lushus Jelly, topped with a 
crown of purple grapes. Expect the 
freshest for 
Lushus, all the liquid fruit flavour 
is sealed airtight in the flavour 
“bud.” Your grocer has seven dif- 


flavour ever. with 


ferent flavours, so stock up now for 
wonderful springtime desserts. 


Everybody loves 


| working, economic troubles between hus- 


»and and wife are increasing—particu- 
band and wif 4g—particu 
larly when the wife’s job brings more 
prestige or more money than the one 


her spouse holds. 


Many cases are similar to the one 
drawn to my attention by a church 
marriage counselor, concerning a young 
woman who continued her career as a 
buyer after marriage. Her salary in- 
creased more rapidly than did that of 
her husband, and her trips out of the 
city and evening sales meetings left her 
husband feeling that he was only an 
incidental part of her life. She flaunted 


her major importance in their economic | 


setup and teased him about the growing 
importance of her job compared to his 
stationary status. 

Nursing an inferior feeling toward his 
wife, the husband started lunching and 
dining with a young stenographer from 


his office. At first, in the classic manner, | 


he told her about the wife who “didn’t 
understand” him or appreciate his abili- 
ties. His new friend’s sympathy and 
admiration were just what he wanted 
to hear, and soon the platonic friendship 
blossomed into a warm alliance. 


Immature Husband 


When his wife awoke to the situation 
she sought aid of her church’s marriage 


| counseling service, rather than a divorce. 


Although both husband and wife were 
eager for a reconciliation, the counselor 
who helped them realized it would be 
only temporary unless he was able to 
impress upon the wife that she must 
let her husband play the primary role 
in their partnership. His suggestion 
that the husband’s salary be used for 
the current living expenses and the 
wife’s banked in her account was just 
the material solution. 
attitude toward her husband that had 


It was the wife’s 


| to change from ridicule to respect 


Trouble may also arise when a hus- 
band feels he is being cheated. He is 


| making the money, he tells himself, but 


background. 


what fun is he having? Instead of a 
night on the town he pays a heavy 
insurance premium; in place of season 
tickets to the hockey games he sub- 
scribes to a diaper service. Financial 
responsibility suddenly weighs too heav- 








ily upon hin, and to escape that tied- | 


down feeling he is likely to seek another | 


woman to help revive the carefree days | 


of bachelorhood. 


A wife facing this situation has a real | 


problem, for her husband is not yet 


mature enough to understand that hap- | 


piness comes from contentment and 


crises successfully met, not from a con- 


stant round of nights out. 

Her job is to make their home as 
cheerful as possible and especially to 
make herself attractive against the home 
She must convince her 
husband that even an inexpensive even- 
ing out is a pleasure to her because 
they together. 

Most important, she must realize that 


arc 


her husband’s wanderings probably are 
the result of his emotional immaturity 
rather than any loss of affection for her. 
She must help him grow up, and instead 
of recriminations and tears she must do 
her best to substitute understanding and 
a ready smile. It’s no easy job—but one 
that will pay off for the wife, not the 
other woman. 

For domesticity is a wife’s trump 
card. She is the only person in the 


world who can give her husband the | 


Continued on page 78 














Only ICE provides 
genuine, Moist -Cold 


ICE does more than keep 
foods cold! “Natural mois- 
ture’’ supplied by the | 
melting ice, prevents dry- 
ing out and loss of 
vitamin-rich juices. The 
luscious, full-flavour of 
meats, succulent vegetables 
and dairy produce is yours 
to enjoy when kept fresher 
with Ice! 
















CANADIAN ICE FOUNDATION 
137 Wellington Street West, Toronto 












Good Lucks flavour 
is sweeter, fresher / 








Thats because Good Luck is sweet-churned daily! | 


No other spread can match the wholesome, 
spring-sweet flavour of Good Luck Margarine 
. . that special flavour only Good Luck’s 
exclusive sweet-churning can give. 
Whatever you try Good Luck on—toast, 
bread, hot vegetables, pancakes you’ll notice 
its wonderful difference immediately. 





THE SWEETER, 
FRESHER MARGARINE | 

















Good Luck is good for you and your youngsters. 
No other spread contains more Vitamin A 
and wholesome nourishment! ofp 
Get wholesome, sweet-tasting Good Luck 
today. It comes in two popular packages... 
the foil-wrapped, twin-bar package with handy 
color wafers . . . and the new color-mix bag. 
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Chatelaine’s Course in Home Decorating 


HOW WE MADE OVER “THE ROOM” 


(See also page 20) 


1—Busy, overpowering wallpaper removed; walls done in plain sunlight yellow. 
The lighter ceiling tone and molding in same color permit room to expand. 
2—Worn tan rug dyed to give lawn green background for geranium accent color. 
3—Blinds, curtains, useless corner swags replaced by wall-blending draperies 
and valance which give full sweep to the one ‘solid’ wall area in the room. 


4—All pattern in room has been consolidated in slip-covered sofa and chairs 
instead of r ing walls, draperies. Even b d anti sars added pattern. 








5—Fireplace mantel rebuilt on simplified lines, brickwork painted same color. 
6—Small windows g:ven same treatment as large, so as not to break wall area. 
7—Whatnot and knickknacks replaced by useful corner cupboard which hides pipes. 
8—Big chair moved for better balance of heavy furniture, better conversation. 
9—Radio phonograph installed in sectional bookcases which also house records. 


10—Ornate lamp replaced with lamp by radio, made of cut-down table pedestal 
plus column-cap from old doorpost. Opaque shade highlights picture and radio. 


11—Old-fashioned doorposts removed; replaced by pair of useful built-in bookcases. 
12—Cushions made to hang on backs of the small chairs and seats slipcovered, 
These pick up color of flower in chintz; removal of scroliback simplifies line. 
13—Hall redecorated to harmonize with living room. Door curtain simplified. 


14—Pleasant flower print matted and reframed, given important spot over radio. 
Before, it was choked into a small frame and crowded ineffectively into corner. 





15—Beauty of Canadian landscape print is no longer dominated by ornate frame. 


16—Standing lamp painted rug color; opaque shade directs light for reading 
in new position beside father's chair. Tables and lights all located for use. 


17—Fireplace, made decorative by birch logs, no longer hidden by tip-top table. 
18—Stool, raised with cushion, covered to floor, now in proportion with chair. 
19—former radio table gives father adequate room for big ashtray, humidor. 
20—Biond pine table cut down to become useful coffee table before the sofa. 





21—Sofa now hides rad yet, set out six inches, permits heat to circulate. 


22—Sofa cushions recovered in fabrics that harmonize with color scheme. 
23—tEnd table from beside father’s chair moved to sofa to hold the new lamp. 
24—Simple, well-proportioned lamp, lacking all frills, bought for sofa table. 


—_ 
me 


oe AFTER 








————————— — ee 
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WANTED IN A REFRIGERATOR 























Ask any happy owner 
of a new Servel Futuramatic with PERMA-COLD,* 
and they'll say the same. 












YOU GET EVERYTHING 
IN A NEW SERVEL FUTURAMATIC 











Beauty of design ... more inside cold space ... takes up less floor 


space ... “Natural Action” door handle . . . the right cold for every 


kind of food... movable butter conditioner ...odds and ends 


basket . . . automatic defrosting . . . movable shelves .. . 


“Quick 


Release” ice cube trays ... door shelves . . . “Quick-Cold” shelf... 


fruit and vegetable fresheners... interior colours—Icicle 


Blue, 


Luminous Gold or Sunfrost Green, and, a 10 year Guarantee. 


*PERMA-COLD the world’s most 
perfect freezing system 


Open the door slightly, or have the slightest FA 
variation in temperature, and  Servel’s - 
Perma-Cold freezing unit recovers and 
maintains the desired temperature. There’s 
nothing to go wrong. No motor... no 
machinery ...no noise...ever! Just per- 
fect year-round refrigeration—that’s the 
new Servel Futuramatic with Perma-Cold. 


MANUFACTURED 


Kerosene |) Servel. 


SERVEL (Co! 


548 KIM 


et a 


SERVEL (CANADA) LIMITED, 548 King St. W., Toronto. 
Please send me information on a Gas | 


) Electric 








Relieve the PRESSURE PAIN 
of Sore, Aching Muscles! 





For wonderful relief—fast—rub 
Absorbine Jr. on those stiff, aching spots. 
It actually helps to counter pressure 
which may be causing your pain. At the 
same time, it warms and soothes. You 
start feeling better with a speed that 
will surprise you. 

Get Absorbine Jr. today ... only $1.25 
a bottle at all drug counters. Used by 
thousands for quick relief of aching 
muscles, neuralgic and rheumatic pain. 


When muscles get stiff and lame from 
overexertion, don’t let them “lay you 
up.”’ There’s a way to relieve that ache 
and soreness—quickly, easily! 
Doctors generally will tell you 
the pain and stiffness may be 
largely caused by pressure. 
Sensitive nerves are 
irritated. Local areas 
become swollen, sore. 













Salah dieda 
‘Guaranteed by > 
Good Housekeeping 
on ) 


W. F. Young, Inc., Lyman House, Montreal 


ABSORBINE JR. 
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CHATELAINE Service Bulletin 
Wedding Etiquette 


Whether it’s a big church 
wedding or an intimate 
family affair, you'll find 
all the important details 
covered in this valuable 
booklet. Bulletin No. 404, 
price 15 cents. 






Order from 





sy 


( mecetanee Gerster Betterin So owt 
I rementheentieneetinn nent 


Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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HELP WANTED 
We are looking for energetic, ambitious men 
and women to act as our Local Representa- 
tives. This is a real opportunity! Write 
Fidelity Circulation Company of Canada 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 





FOR ALL YOUR NOTES 











AND LETTERS ———— ~ . —— 
° RRA CATR RINT IE 


For greeting cards or for those A fine English product 













delightful little note sheets with 
gay, colourful covers, select 
on Austin-Marshall original = 


Canado's Finest 


. | Goddards 
CLOTH 


SILVET 


At all | 
leading stores 





Imported by 


BONE. MacKENZIE & ROY LTD TORONTO 
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Continued from page 75 
real home and family most men desire. 
If she fails to do all she can to supply the 
kind of home her husband wants, she 


| may have only herself to blame if he 
| seeks solace elsewhere. 


| “and face reality. 


| problem? How much of it is my fault? | 
os ee 


alone won’t rebuild your marriage, but | 


| swer, 


By now you have probably guessed 
the real secret of fighting the other 
woman. It is the realization that your 


‘ 9 ; 
worst enemy” is really yourself and | 
that discovering your own shortcom- | 


ings and doing something constructive 
about them is the only sure way to drive 
away all possible threats to your mar- 
ried happiness. 

It does no good to call the other 
woman a scheming female, or your 
husband an ungrateful cad. Instead 
you must be willing to admit that at 
least one phase of your marriage is not 
satisfactory to your husband. Another 
woman is only filling the void you left. 

“Be honest,” says a_ psychologist, 


Get an insight into | 


yourself and ask ‘What really is our | 


What can | do about it?’ . 
it is the only way to start.” 

The psychologist goes on to say that 
the chances for reconciliation depend 
mainly on the length of time a couple 
have been married and how deeply 
rooted their love is. Frequently both 
the marriage and the individual will 
emerge the stronger if the problem has 
been honestly and_ sincerely met. 
Working together to save something as 
precious as a marriage may mature 
people whose real need is that very 
maturity. 

Authorities with whom I talked agreed 
that divorce is seldom the proper an- 
Rather it is an admission of 


| defeat, and both parties will go on in 
| life blindly making and remaking the 
| same mistakes that wrecked their mar- 
| riages. So, as one minister put it, “If 


the other woman starts making trouble 
for you, take the heartbreak, swallow 


your pride and hang onto your marriage; | 


at least until you have done allin*> u 
power to save it.” & 


THE REBEL QUEEN 


Continued from page 17 


some of those cowboys,” Margaret Lally 


| took off north with her sister Bess. 


| and she met a 


They entered Canada via Vancouver 
newspaperman first. 
George Murray hired her as a book- 
keeper for his paper, The Greater Van- 
couver Chinook, but although Margaret 
Lally had eyes for the boss “he was 
shy, Murray was.”’, Even though he 
held her hand once and put notes in her 
typewriter, she decided “I can’t tarry 
here—I’m going to Stettler and marry 
the good-looking cowboys with the 
lariats.” In Calgary she found “big 
men, bigger than in Kansas, wearing 
big coon coats and with big, walrus 
mustaches that drooped with icicles.” 
But when the winsome Lally girl 
went back to Vancouver on a business 
trip for a farm paper she found a new 
George Murray. He met her at the 
train on a Sunday, took her to a hockey 
game on Monday, popped the question 


Tuesday, married her Wednesday. (Ma | 
says now that Editor Murray was em- | 


oe ou | 


boldened because she told him, 








Never neglect a 
skinned knee 


The tiniest injury can become 
infected. Never take a chance. 
Always use BAND-AID*, the only 
adhesive bandage that gives you 
Johnson & Johnson quality! 


Look for the name on the box... 


Kl, NEW BAND-AID* 
E-L-A-S-T-I-C DRESSINGS 
for hard-to-bandage places! 


STRIP 


Stretches with 
knees and el ws! 


PATCH 


es itself to 
oa 's and heels! 


SPOT 


om te 
By Inconspicuoys | 
. on arms and face: 





All flesh-coloured / 





“BAND-AID means made by Johnson & Johnson Limited. 
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need someone to look after you.” —“But 
all I really meant was -he had so many 
libel suits threatening he needed a 
lawyer.”’) 

Their marriage had to clear hurdles 
from the start. When Catholic Mar- 
garet Lally went to her bishop for 
permission to marry a Protestant she 
was met with the wrathful blast: “You 
not only ask me to bless you for marry- 
ing a Protestant, but you ask me to do 
it on the first day of Lent.” However, 
the nimble-tongued Irish girl from Kan- 
sas talked the bishop himself into doing 
the deed and loaning them his house- 
keeper for a witness. 

At their wedding supper they toasted 
their union in champagne presented by 
a famous friend of George Murray’s, 
editor Bob Edwards of the notorious 
Calgary Eye-Opener; and from this 
effervescent start the Murray fortunes 
rose to dizzy heights. Georgina arrived 
a year later while the Murray newspaper 
was strike-bound. Danny came three 
years after that when his father was in 
jail, charged with criminal libel. 

Ma thought Danny would be born 
with bars on his face, but her husband 
was simply bound over to keep the 
peace. 

“She’s No Lady” 


After her husband’s own paper finally 
folded during World War I, he became 
managing editor of the Vancouver Sun 
and later traveled to Japan for the 
Southam newspaper chain. Becoming 
interested in politics, in 1933 George 
Murray was chosen Liberal candidate 
for the provincial constituency of Lil- 
looet, 200 miles up the Fraser from 
Vancouver. Always keen for any new 
adventure, Ma put Danny and Georgina 
in a boarding school and signed on for 
her first political campaign. 

“We had an old Willys-Knight tour- 
ing car,” says Ma. “Besides us it 
carried a case of hooch, a typewriter, 
a feather bed, a washtub and seventy- 
five dollars in cash. A banner on the 
car said: ‘Liberal Headquarters. Vote 
Murray.’ We slept in the car.” 

Murray was elected. 

The campaign excitement over, Ma 
itched to get her fingers back into 
printers’ ink and, as quickly as another 
woman might whip up a cake she was 
putting out The Bridge River-Lillooet 
News. Hard-rock miners in the district 
gold mines found her editorials as sharp- 
edged as their diamond drills and loved 
her for it. At one stormy union meeting, 
during a strike in 1935, a big Scot began 
cussing violently and someone moved 
that “‘all ladies be asked to leave the 
hall.” The offending miner objected, 
“There’s only one lady here and she’s 
Ma Murray and Mrs. Murray is no 
lady.” Ma stayed. 

In 1937 Ma and George turned the 
paper over to Georgina and Dan, now 
experienced publishing hands of 19 and 
17, and went off to China to write 
newspaper articles. The Murrays’ nose 
for excitement brought them to Shang- 
hai just as the Japs started dropping 
bombs in the preliminary round of 
World War II. From the Metropole 
Hotel they watched bombs destroy the 
Cathay Hotel which they had just 
checked out of, and began cabling their 
eyewitness stories to Vancouver papers 
before the smoke had cleared. Later 
they were evacuated down the Yangtse 
River in a British gunboat while Jap 
flyers rained death around the decks. 

Continued on page 84 
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“I could hardly believe my luck—just a month out 
of business college and here I was, a private secre- 
tary. I walked into the boss’ office with the mail, my 
best smile and a cheery ‘Good morning’. Then my 
troubles started! 





“I was trying to make the darned thing stay put 
when Mary, the receptionist, stopped at my desk 
and heard the sad story. ‘Sue’, said she, ‘come 
shopping with me at lunch hour and I’ll show you 
how to end your zipper troubles for good!’ 


\ ” 
DON’T BE A Blue Sue _ 





I tried to act 
nonchalant but when Mr. James noticed that gap 


“I felt the zipper in my skirt slip! 


too, | was so embarrassed I could have cried! [| 
got out of his office as fast as I could. 





***All you have to do is look for a Lightning zipper’, 
Mary said when we got to the store. ‘See, like 
the one in this skirt. Only Lightning has an 
automatic lock that really locks where it stops and 
just can’t slip until you move it yourself. A girl 
can trust a Lightning zipper! 


“You guessed it—I bought a new skirt—with a 


Lightning zipper, of course!” 


Look for s¥ghZeceg in the clothes you buy 
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so pure... sO WwW hite EE 6 oe strong... 


and yet, 80 very economical oie's 


no wonder White Swan is the tissue most women buy 





AN E. B. EDDY PRODUCT 
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Pea St ag 


Suffering From 01d Clothes Fatigue? 
If, like most of us, your last sum- 
mer wardrobe is to play many parts 

in your new season setup, try dye- 
ing for a change of pace. Home dyes 
are so wonderful that you can freshen 
almost any fabric with safety. 








Rosemary Boxer 





*, Cheerful Little Earful. Ever since 















2Manhattan designers put those tiny 
-« bells on crinolines the musical 
touch has been a growing fashion 
note. Now there's a gold or palladium 
ear clip with a faintly tinkling drop. 
The teardrop effect (whether or not 
wired for sound) is part of a new 
flexible trend in earrings. 


—Town 


Wearing of the Blues . . . from delicate moonstone tones 
through water shades of blue crystal into sapphire, 

is a sign of the season's smartest women. You wear 
jewelry from light to dark to tone in with your 
costume colors. 





Now It's the Masher Silhouette. That's what they're 
calling the new dandy look achieved with a jacket 
(borrowed from the male version) buttoned high and 
falling away at the front with small revers. 





Are You a Sexipede? Don't be alarmed. ‘ts 
Just another word for the girl with ‘or = 
the glamorous feet. Herman Delmar, 

Gotham shoeman, adds sexipede to the 





fashion vocabulary and forecasts a G4 
rush of sex appeal to the pedal ex- 4 fli 
tremities to catch eyes astray from LALA] 
the new middy look, higher neckline to OD Ei 


and longer skirt. TKK { . 


The Fluctuating Waistline ... goes up and down like 
the latest market report. Paris does it both ways, so 
you have your choice. No letup in the whittled 
effect, however. 





That Shiny Leather Look... is a happy spring insignia 

in black patent accessories, from tip to toe. Smartest 
with spring navies, blacks or neutrals. Striking 

with summer cottons. | 





Et Cetera Department 





Those hungry couturiers!.. 
get, about fashion colors? 

Bruyere, the Paris designer, calls one of the 
basic spring shades "Whole-Wheat Bread." Patou is 
doing a new "Burnt Toast." Jean Desse creates his 
line through a whole range of natural to nut beige 
tones. Alliterative collection, anyway. 


- how appetizing can you 
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i'm so happy! Every day letters pour in 
from big towns and little, all across 
Canada. People write and ask for booklets, 
tell me how much they like nylon, ask for 
help with their sewing problems and 
really make me feel that this column is 
helpful and interesting. Perhaps | can be 
of help to you too! Won’t you write? 





‘ 
aaa 


Something personal, pretty and practi- 
cal is the perfect Mother’s Day Gift. And 
that, but of course, leads us right to 
nylon! Choose from the many, many styles 
of elegant nylon tricot . . . gloves that look 
so fresh and pretty—wear like a mother’s 
nerves. The new scarves in wonderful 
prints and colours, or glamorous nylon 
hose are other good gift ideas too. 


Seon, oh soon, vacation days wil! be here! 
And the most exciting bathing suits on 
the beaches will be the new nylon velvets 
and sheer, hand-painted elastic nets—so 
lovely-looking, so conversation-making, 
and so unbelievably practical and hard- 
wearing .. . look so pretty! 





In fact, it would seem that all the wisest 
gals are making vacation plans with nylon 
in mind. And why not? For everything 
from the prettiest of nylon dance dresses 
to nylon shorts, blouses and socks make 
perfect travelling companions. They pack 
in practically no space at all—give you 
more carefree vacation time because of 
their easy-living ways. 


CANADIAN INDUSTRIES LIMITED - MONTREAL 


NYS2-9 


new ways 
to easy-living 


COPYRIGHT 1952 - CANAQIAN INDUSTRIES LIMITED 





fe 

You’ve all heard me say that there isn’t 
anything lighter or stronger than nylon. 
Well, it’s this combination of strength and 
lightness that makes nylon so wonderful 
for girdles . . . especially in the summer- 
time when you want a girdle that is firm 
and figure moulding, but light as It can 
possibly be. So do look, won’t you, at 
nylon girdles . . . they'll keep you slim and 
trim under your pretty summer dresses. 
There are many styles to choose from for 
every figure type. 





You'll find your stockings will wear bet- 
Yer, last longer if you read and follow the 
advice given in my booklet “The Story of 
Denier in Stockings”. It’s a handy little 
book and I'l! gladly send you one free if 
you’ ll write to me—Nancy Nylon, Dept. 77, 
C-I-L House, Montreal. 


K & 


Paris in the Spring—and here is your 
little friend Nancy with her eyes practic- 
ally popping out of her head. | looked so 
hard, was photographed so often, had such 
a wonderful time | could talk about my 
trip for weeks. Probably will too! | still 
marvel that you can 
fly to Europe and back CHL) 
in so short a time! 
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with brilliant 
new color harmonies! 


The 1952 Pontiac has a new and very special kind 
of balanced, harmonized beauty, inside and out. In the 
Catalina model illustrated and Fleetleader Deluxe series, 
upholstery and trim are available in three combinations of 
harmonizing colors to match the exteriors. The glowing 
palette of exterior colors, the rich upholstery fabrics, the 
styling of every single component, large and amall, blends 
into a master-plan of leauty. For a car you'll be proud to 
own and prouder to drive—at amazingly low cost— 
see your Pontiac dealer! 
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MAKE IT FROM A PATTERN 








The All-Important Big-Sleeved Blouse 


With this year’s marked trend toward ultra feminine fashions, every woman 
will want to add to her wardrobe the “bouffant” blouse. Make it from th 
ever-widening selection of lovely nylon sheers or new and exciting silk organza. 
Not only beguiling, but versatile too—may be worn with tweeds, your new 
summer suit, or teamed with many yards of rustling taffeta for late-day wear. 
For added sparkle, use rhinestone buttons. Simplicity Pattern No. 3740, sizes 


12-18. 35 cents. 


Order from your Simplicity Pattern dealer, or from the Pattern 
Department, Chatelaine. 481 University Ave. Toronto, Ontario 
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ask for Heel Hugger shoes 


at better stores from coast to coast 





London, Canada 
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Continued from page 79 

Memory of that occasion was all that 
saved Ma from an unspeakable catas- 
trophe two years later when the Mur- 
rays were presented to the late King 
George VI and Queen Elizabeth at 
Victoria. As the provincial legislators 
and their wives moved in solemn pro- 
cession toward the throne seat in the 
B. C. parliament buildings, Ma unac- 
countably began thinking of all her 
father had told her of the Irish famine 
and his hatred of the English. 

She thought, “What would my father 
say if he could see me lining up to meet 
the English King!” and she had the 
horrible feeling that she was going to 
kick the King instead of curtsy to him. 

Her heart was beating wildly as the 
queue carried her forward. “Then,” 
says Ma, “I saw the King, and he so 
mild and with such a little sword that 
fbegan to cry. 1 thought of the British 
gunboat that took us down the Yangtse 
River. And I felt so proud of the British 
and grateful that instead of curtsying 
I pumped the King’s hand so hard he 
weaved a bit on the platform—and the 
Queen’s hand, too, and she with such a 
heavenly smile.” 

Ma Murray first showed up in the 
Peace River country in 1944. George 
Murray had traveled over the newly 
created Alaskan Highway the year be- 
fore and inflamed Ma’s mind with such 
glowing tales of the boundless north 
west that she left Danny in charge at 
Lillooet and hied off to Fort St. John, 
determined to launch a new paper. 
Starting from scratch she sold the 
advertising, collected the news and 
boomed the circulation to a thousand 
with the slogan “Twenty-five cents a 
bushel more on wheat.” 


Ma Makes a Scandal 


Just when things were rolling nicely 
for the Murrays another strange spell 
came over Ma. A life-long professional 
Liberal in an ardently Liberal family, 
Ma turned Social Credit. 

The scandal was born of frustration 
after Ma joined a rebel group at the 
B. C. Liberal Convention in Vancou- 
ver in 1945 in a vain attempt to end 
the Liberal-Conservative Coalition Gov- 
ernment which had been in power four 
years. When the late Senator Jerry 
McGeer failed to lead the rebel attack 
as scheduled, Ma jumped to her feet and 
told then Premier John Hart, “The 
Liberals of B. C. will rise up and hate 
you!” Tears streaming down her cheeks, 
she declaimed, “You'll go down unwept, 
unhonored and unsung.” 

The rebels lost, the Coalition con- 
tinued, and Ma arrived back in Fort 
St. John in too weak a state to resist 
the proposals of Social Crediters that 
she seek revenge as their candidate in 
the coming election. 

“I started steaming up Social Credit 
in the Peace,” says Ma. She addressed 
twenty-nine meetings in twenty days, 
dared all opponents to meet her in open 
debate and kept the pot boiling with 
red-hot editorials in the Alaska High- 
way News. Old Liberal friends slammed 
into the News office to cancel their ad- 
vertising and their subscriptions; but 
most horrified of all were husband 
George, son Dan and daughter Geor- 
gina, to whom Social Credit was wilful 
heresy. Danny published a statement 
in the Lillooet News that Mrs. Murray 
was related to the other Murrays by 
blood only. Angered by Ma’s defec- 


tion, Premier Hart turned against all 
Murrays and demanded that Lillooet 
voters trounce George while voters in 
the Peace were trouncing his wife. 

In the thick of the campaign Georgina 
arrived home from London, England 
and her wartime radio assignment with 
the Wrens. “I was flabbergasted,” 
relates. “I asked Ma, ‘What’s Social 
Credit anyway?’ and Ma said, ‘Georgie, 
I don’t know, but I’m running for it. 
If you want more information, ask 
headquarters.’ ” 

When the election returns came in, 
both Murrays took a sound shellacking. 
Politically shaken, and perhaps feeling 
some remorse at upsetting the frontier 
regions they all love so well, the family 
foursome redirected their joint energies 
to journalism and soon produced a new 
sensation which focused the attention 
of the entire world on the Canadian 
Northwest. 

It was 1946, the war had been over 
a year and newspaper front pages were 
sadly lacking in color and excitement, 
when one day in October a prospector 
named Frank Henderson dropped into 
the office of the Alaska Highway News. 
Onto the counter he poured thirty ounces 
of coarse gold and with it a story. He 
had penetrated an area just north of 
where the B. C. - Yukon borders meet, 
known as the Nahanni Valley, where 
he had arranged to meet his partner, 
John Patterson. But his partner failed 
to show up and Henderson never saw 
him again. 

The Murrays, who spend their off 
moments corresponding for numerous 
distant dailies and wire services, flashed 
the story to the outside world. But 
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what put it on front pages everywhere 
was the “background detail” the Mur- 
rays added, drawing on local legend 
about the Nahanni as an amazing 
tropical valley roamed by prehistoric 
animals and head-hunting Indians and 
littered by the corpses of luckless pros- 
pectors. Had the mysteriously vanished 
Patterson suffered the curse of the 
Nahanni and been reduced to a torso? 


Back to Politics 


George, Ma and Georgina dispatched 
this exciting tale to the Vancouver Sun 
and the Chicago Tribune, two enter- 
prising journals which knew what to do 
with it. A full-scale gold rush was 
averted only by stern RCMP warnings 
as to how cold, remote and unmysterious 
“Headless Valley” really was. 

Finally a letter reached Georgina from 
the Philippines, written by a man who 
said the missing Patterson had drowned 
unromantically when a raft the two of 
them were riding toward the Nahanni 


‘ River broke up. The headlines dwindled 


and vanished, but tourist travel up the 
Alaska Highway past the Murrays’ front 
door didn’t suffer a bit. 

The Nahanni excitement ended, Ma 
Murray was all envy and frustration 
when her husband plunged back into 
the political wars as Liberal candidate 
for the federal constituency of Cariboo, 
which includes the B. C. section of the 
Peace River block. “Tainted by Social 
Credit,” as she put it, Ma realized she 
daren’t campaign for George. But on 
the excuse of visiting daughter Geor- 
gina, then living in Whitehorse, Ma set 
off for the Yukon where she promptly 
began campaigning for liberal nominee 
Aubrey Simmonds. 














Cheramy, well known makers of leading 
utitity toiletries, presents a unique new 
Deodorant creation. 

Crisply scented with April Showers Fragrance, 
A/S Deodorant comes in stick form, practical 
and so pleasant to use. A/S Deodorant is 
supremely efficient because it contains bac- 
teria killing Chlorophyll. 


A/S Deodorant—always safe, always sure— 
teams nicely with the fine fragrance of April 
Showers Talc, another favorite in the 
Cheramy line. 

So next time you shop, ask for this delightful 
Cheramy twosome; the A/S stick Decdorant 
to keep you always safe, always sure—$1.10 
—the April Showers talc for day-long flower 
freshness—.59. 
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“Up there they didn’t know | was 
tainted,” Ma says. 

Bespectacled, pink-cheeked and by 
then a grandmother, Ma “campaigned 
like mad up and down the gold cricks” 
haranguing miners wherever she found 
them, at work, at church, in movies, 
pubs and camp dining halls. At Mayo 
one evening she talked to men loading 
ore on a boat; sailed into a movie as 
the feature ended and turned the pro- 
gram into a double bill; took over a 
religious meeting in another hall; and 
pushed on to the local tavern where by 
buying beer all round she persuaded the 
manager to lock everyone in while she 
spoke. 

After the impromptu pub session a 
bewhiskered miner came up to Ma and 
said he had something to whisper to her. 
When she lent him her ear, he bit it. 
“IT slammed him one,” Ma says. “I 
was good and rough by the time I got up 
all the Yukon cricks.” 

Election night, Georgina was elated 
to get a wire from Ma saying: “Both 
my men got in.” George Murray had 
been elected M.P. for the Cariboo, 
Aubrey Simmonds won the Yukon— 
and the taint was off Ma. 


On to Ottawa 


From her rip-snorting tour of the 
Yukon, the rambunctious queen of the 
northwest swept on to Ottawa to watch 
“her men” take their places in the 
House of Commons. From the capital 
she sent back dispatches to the Alaska 
Highway News on the pomp and ele- 
gance of the opening day of parliament. 

“In amongst this array of finery was 
me,” she told the folks back home, 
“Chatelaine of the Cariboo... gor- 
geously draped in six of the hand- 
somest mink ever taken by trapper 
Charley Brandt, and a modest but 
voguish black wool made by Georgia 
Romaine of Fort St. John.” 

Even of her most glorious hour, Ma 
added with characteristic honesty that 
“The mink were not my own, but in 
the family, and I wasn’t accustomed to 
wearing such finery. The mink kept 
slipping down my back and I’d look 
behind to see if anyone was going to 
steal them from me.” 

After working her way from Kansas 
to Ottawa’s Parliament Hill via Van- 
couver, Lillooet, Shanghai, Fort St. 
John, and Headless Valley, Ma Murray 
still keeps friends and family wrong- 
guessing where she'll head for next. 
She startled son-in-law Jim Keddell 
recently with the casual remark, “Now 
I want one year in a cloister.” 

“You’d never stay put in any cloister, 
Ma,” snorted big Jim, “unless you had 
all the latest magazines and a crock.” 

To which Ma snapped, “Let me tell 
you, a person has to get away once in 
a while to collect her thoughts. I don’t 
want to write a book just a bro- 
chure. Everyone has to leave an imprint 
behind.” 

But Ma’s imprint is already deep- 
etched in the land of the Peace. And 
her unforgettable personality is secure 
in the hearts and minds of hundreds 
who live in the Cariboo or along the 
Fraser, in Vancouver and Victoria and 
Ottawa, and up those Yukon “cricks.” 

And perhaps in the ranchlands around 
Calgary a few lonesome cowhands, now 
growing old, look at their worn Kansas 
saddles and wonder whatever happened 
to Miss Margaret Lally who was coming 
up tomarry them. 
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ask for Selby shoes 


at better stores from coast to coast 


London, Canada 


The Selby Shoe Co., Portsmouth, Ohio. 
Fifth Ave. at 38th St., New York, U.S.A. 




















only 
Westinghouse 
FROST-FREE* 
gives you 
truly 
automatic 
defrosting... 
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You have to defrost most refrigerators 
when you think they need defrosting. 
Other refrigerators go through a de- 
frosting cycle every so often, whether 
they need it or not. 











But the Westinghouse 
**Frost-Free’’ Refrigerator 
is Different: 
...defrosts itself only when needed 
.-instantly restores refrigeration 

when all frost has been removed 





. disposes of defrost water com- 
pletely 

.-no clocks or timers to set 

.. there is no cleaning up after 

--no food removal during de- 
frosting 


...defrosts so fast that frozen food 
and ice-cubes remain hard 


OU ete Ewe 





Only Westinghouse 
**Frost-Free”’ 
gives you this perfect protection .. . 
this supreme, care-free convenience. 
Dismiss defrosting from your mind for- 
ever—you do not even lift a finger. 
There is nothing else like FROST-FREE 


in any other refrigerator—at any price. 











Westinghouse Presents 
The Don Wright Chorus and John Fisher 
Sundays 6:00 P.M. EST 
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Westinghouse GROST-FREE 


NO CLOCKS OR ° 
TIMERS TO SET 






NO MOVING 
OF FOOD - 
* NO ODORS 
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See the NEW Westinghouse FROST-FREE* refrigerators at your local dealer’s 
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Order from your Simplicity Pattern dealer, or the Pattern 


Department of Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont, 
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Prints make a terrific comeback and this year their smaller, more 


defined characteristics make them day-in, day-out favorites. The dress shown here 


with its detachable flowing side panels, flatters any figure and, co-ordinated with one 
of the new lightweight coat fashions either in faille or taffeta, the “soft illusion” 
silhouette is further enhanced. Dress pattern, Simplicity No. 8460, 12-20, 30 cents. 
Coat pattern, Simplicity No. 8449, 12-40, 50 cents. 
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Portrait 


of a Lady 





of the 
new School 


Not sheltered or dependent as in some 
vast periods. ... Proud of being a woman 
ie a woman alive, equal . . . forward- 
looking, precedent-breaking. . And 
what subject is more riddled by ptece- 
dent, prejudice and hush- hush than 
monthly sanitary protection? 

Yet modern women by the millions 
have broken tradition to become users 
of Tampax*, the revolutionary method 
for use on “those days” of the 
month. Just think of it! No 
belts, pins, external pads. No 
chafing, no disposal difficul- 
ties with Tampax. No odor— 
and no bulges under clothing 
to make you unsure of yourself on 
those particular days-of-the-month. 





Invented by a doctor, Tampax is de- 
signed to be worn internally. Made of 
pure surgical cotton (very absorbent) 
compressed in dainty individual applica- 
tors for quick, easy insertion, Tampax is 
unfelt when in place. Buy at drug or notion 
counters in 3 absorbencies: Regular, 
Super, Junior. Month's supply slips into 
purse ‘ampax Corporation 
Limited, Brampton, Ontario. 

*Trade Mark Reg'd 


Canadian T 





Accepted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
ee eee ee eee eee eee eS SB eee ee ee ee 
CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMITED, 
Brampton, Ontario 

Please send me in plain wrapper a trial package of 


Tampax. | enclose 10c to cover cost of mailing. Size 
is checked below 

( REGULAR ( SUPER ) JUNIOR 
Name 

Address 

City Prov. ~- 9207 CH 











READER TAKES OVER 


Continued from page 3 


at him and snarled: “Canadian women 
are suckers! You change her diapers!” 

“Yes, dear,” he said. Then he dried 
the supper dishes, emptied the garbage 


| and put the kids to bed. Now I am 


| . . 
| learning to read and write so that I can 


mingle with the men across the room 
and discuss NATO and other deep 
subjects. 

Thank God for the Americans! Why 
don’t they buy us? They lead the way 
in everything.—Dorothy Yemen, Shaw- 
ville, Que. 


American Men Are Wolves 

We often wondered why American 
men have a world-wide reputation for 
being wolves. Now we know. They 
are so seldom unleashed that they run 
wild as soon as they can pry their wives’ 
arms from around their necks.-——Signed 
by Fourteen Canadian Wives, Vets. Col- 
ony, Antigonish, N.S. 


Searching 

I think it is very clever of Chatelaine 
(tongue in cheek) to encourage you to be 
so brave and brash... Chatelaine knows 
people wil! get up on their ears and the 
result may be a bit of useful heart-and- 
mind searching.—V. W., Vancouver, B.C. 


Canadian in the U. S. 

I am a Canadian living in the U. S. 
and I find the same situation prevailing 
here as the authors insist is peculiar to 
Canada. What is wrong with it any- 


| way? . . . Most women seem happy in 


domestic pursuits. Let’s not drag na- 
tionalities into what is really only an 
admission that women are not all the 
same. — Mrs. J. B. Bingeman, Baton 
Rouge, Louisiana. 


I Married a Canadian 

I am an American married to a 
Canadian . . . When my fellow Ameri- 
cans, Stateside, can do something about 
the appalling divorce rate back home, 
then let them come up here and give 
you Canadians the “know how” on 
“being happy though married.”—Mrs. 
Gaston Trudel, Quebec City, Que. 


Outraged American Wife 

I am an American wife who read the 
article with a sense of sheer outrage. 
I have lived in Regina for seven months 
and in that time have met a great many 
Regina women and none of them are 
in any sense the sort of “suckers” the 
wives in Chatelaine’s article are said to 


be... —Mrs. D. K. K., Regina, Sask. 


Uncultured Word 

There are a few words, “sucker” 
among them, which cultured people do 
not use. Why then should the word be 
on the cover and also inside of a good 
magazine? Your editorial about our 
Queen is lovely. Can anyone imagine 
her using the word sucker?—Mrs. T. C. 
Hudson, Toronto, Ont. 


Cooking the Bacon 


We are normal Canadian women and 
we like our men to bring home the bacon. 
We have fun cooking it—so much so that 
we are willing to allow the Americans 
their fun of tying aprons on their men. 


—Mrs.J.M. MacBride, Winnipeg, Man. 





THE DESTROYERS 


BY JACK SCOTT 


in the Vancouver Sun 





“You Canadian women are suckers!” 

So goes the trenchant opening line of 
an article in the March issue of Chate- 
laine Magazine written by two anony- 
mous American wives “who have lived 
in Canada long enough to know you, 
like you and pity you.” (Ooo, what long 
claws you have, my dears.) 

Here, in words of one syllable, is the 
Great American Myth that the way to 


| happiness for the female is in “equality” 


and that equality means getting Daddy 
to change the diapers while Mama takes 


| a night school course in diesel engi- 


neering. 

Canadian women, the girls write, are 
“suckers” because they allow men to 
live in a masculine world, because they 
let their husbands feel that they have 


| no responsibility for tending children, 


because they let men put them on a 
low rung of the intellectual and business 
ladders. (No mention of the high rung 
of romance.) 

“We pity you,” they write, “because 
you haven’t decided whether you want 
to live in the atmosphere of Victorian 
England or America, 1952,” 

And since I hear no screams of protest 
from Canadian wives, herewith a scream 
from a Canadian husband, 

Let us examine, first, the evidence of 


American wives en masse and see what 
we can find in the way of happiness. 
We know, to begin with, that there’s a 
mass frustration revealed in the popular- 
ity of soap operas, sappy love stories in 
women’s magazines and what the trade 
sardonically calls “women’s movies.” 
Romantically, then, Mrs. America 


gets her kicks on the open market | 


and not in the home. 


We know that America’s divorce rate | 





climbs each year on a staggering grade | 
and that the marriage counselor and | 


slick psychiatrist are as much a part 


of the American scene as the drive-in | 


restaurant. 


Apart from the statistics of divorce | 
we have the sordid statistics of Mr. | 


Kinsey whose revelation of extramarital 
activity by the American male hardly 


} 


indicates that Mr. America is altogether | 


blissful switching baby’s nappies. 


We have, too, the unhappy picture | 


of the American husband whose wife 
denies him the right to be masculine 
and who consequently becomes the well- 
known American boy-man. Witness any 
Shriners’ convention where poor Mr. 
America, so glad to be out of the reins, 
acts like a baboon released from its cage. 

We have, too, a new peak (or a new 
low) in women's efforts to look feminine, 
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Try cold cream it tones 
and helps heal as it cleanses! 


@ To bring fresh beauty to your skin = 
4 ways—try cleansing it with Noxzema Cold 
Cream. This exquisitely perfumed beauty 
aid, contains a remarkable new antiseptic 
plus gentle medication for lovelier skin. 


See what it does for you 
1. Pore-deep super skin cleanser! 
2. Delightfully stimulating skin tonic! 
3. Creamy, smoothing skin softener! 
4. Mildly corrective overnight cream—helps 
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Get medicated Noxzema Cold Cream today 
at drug or cosmetic counter—26¢, 45¢, 79¢. 
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decal ideas from a 
“Decorator's Notebook 


New sparkle and colour for 
your bathrooms with gay 
designs in good taste like 


a 


the ‘'Swan and Lily Pads’’. FOSS 


There are fairy-tale char- 





acters, cute animals and 
of toyland figures galore for 

% the nursery. 
Try home decoration the easy way 
with fresh new Canada Decals! 
Decorator-designed to create the 
prettiest, gayest rooms you ever saw! 
Quick! Easy! Just dip in water to 
apply. Washable, removable! Ask your 
dealer for free sample Decal remover. 


pr Solder leading hardware, paint, 5 & 10, de- 
pariment & variety stores across Canada. 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOGUE: Shows scores of 
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ideas in my column “New 
Ways to Easy Living” 
on page 81. 
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| satisfaction if they would— 


| task in the world today, the running 


| being wife, mother and woman they pass 


| nated by men,” 


in some instances to the point of a 
pathetic eroticism, as American women 
try to repair with foam rubber and latex 
what they are so quickly destroying by 
a state of mind. 

We see American women becoming 
more mannish in thought and attitude 
and American men, by submitting, be- 
coming more feminine, and the day is 
here when it is considered matrimonially 
desirable to be “good pals.” 

And in New York City a suave 
Italian refugee, obviously a man who 
never changed a diaper in his life, 
appears nightly on television pretend- | 
ing to make love to those matrons who | 
have their “equality” and are starved 
for emotions. 

The two American gals who write this 
article have given themselves away 
completely—and, in my opinion, un- 
wittingly put their finger on the whole 
mess of American women today. 

It is simply this: Things that women 
can do well—proudly and with deep 
are no longer 
considered anything but boring or even 
degrading. 

The most monumental and rewarding 


of a happy home, is nothing to these | 
brash shrews. They call it with a sneer, 





being “‘a combination cook, maid and 
valet to a husband.” 
The classic and demanding job of 


off as “routine drudgeries.” 
Indeed it astonishes me that with this | 


| attitude there’s been no mass report of | 
| glandular changes in the 


forty-eight 
states. For in renouncing the things 
they do well and striving for some 
nebulous state of equal rights, women 
become neuters in mentality. 
They are, they cry piteously, “domi- | 

and so, in silly protest, 
they demand to be taken along on Mr. 


| America’s hunting trip or try to crash 





husband 








his stag night (where they will promptly 
introduce poker with the eights, nines | 
and one-eyed jacks wild). 

It’s no wonder that the American 
is a figure of fun on the 
outside and, on the inside, a furtive 
man trying to break away from his 
pal-wife. He doesn’t want a pal, dear 
girls, he wants a woman. 

The gals write proudly of American 


| husbands who attend evening classes on 


the care and feeding of small children 
(not a bad idea considering how busy 
Mama js going to be trying to prove 
she’s a better man than he). In my 
opinion every graduate is a foolish poop 
who would be better off leading a Scout 
troop than going into matrimony. 

A good man nowadays is hard to find, 
which accounts for our Italian friend’s 


success, and I suggest that these Ameri- | 


can girls, for all their smug self-satis- 


faction in having created a Dagwood out | 
of some poor sap, are wondering secretly, | 


if it isn’t a hollow victory. + 
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Manager, Subscription Department, 
CHATELAINE, 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ontario 


































TO SHOW YOU THAT THE 


Jpealy Automatic Washer 


is Most Practical for You 


me 


You can buy a Beatty Automatic Washer for as 
low as $339.50. That's up to $100 less than any 
other automatic. Besides, you'll get up to $100 for 


your old washer; 18 months to pay the rest! As 
easy as buying a good wringer-type washer. 
Remember! The Beatty is fully avtomatic. 
FULLY Cuts out washday entirely. 
AUTOMATIC And, the Beatty washes cleaner. 0 | washers 
Washes, rinses, always have. 't uses only HALF as much hot water. 


An ordinary hot-water tank will supply it — with 


peg pln emp- 
plenty of water to spare. Rolls on — oe . 


ties, clears itself 


up and shuts off 


automatically where you want — keep it where yon poate 
—e It's by far the most PRACTICAL — 
or you. 


FREE TRIAL TO SHOW YOU 


You're ‘from Missouri’? Good. Let us arrange to 
give you a FREE TRIAL. See for yourself, with 


your own clothes. 


SAVES YOU 
MOST 


AOR TER, Bin HE Hr ie RE RGR ORR Os OE em il 
BEATTY BROS, LIMITED » BOX 190, FERGUS, ONTARIO & 


| want more information about the Beatty Automatic Washer, 





SERVES YOU 
BEST 


WASHES CLEANER 
, EASIER 
ON CLOTHES 
Has ‘‘Clothes Ac- 
tion'' Agitator 
Tried and proven 
for 25 years 


MAIL 
COUPON 


to arrange for free 
trial, and get litera- 
ture, etc 


[] Literature 
_] Estimate on value of your old washer 


(_] Free Trial 


PND ines icndescccinctondgcecct cbeeunenbaanbaeban 
Street, Box or RR Number ........--0sceeeeeeeee 
City or Town .. oo bdecétcdcecscedceseteceeeess 
Name of Your OLD Washer... ..cccccccccccscsesesseeees 
Phew CODE Bo icccicccccciccvccesccccceicseesscoevend 
ee 
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When the time comes for baby’s first spoon-fed 
food, you naturally want to make it a happy 
occasion for both of you. That's why Gerber’ 
make a special effort to offer you starting foods 
with texture that appeals to baby, and flavour that 
helps develop his sense of taste. Then he’s off to 


a good start in eating habits! 


For example there are four starting cereals: 
Gerber's Rice Cereal—the original ready-to-serve 
rice cereal for babies--plus Gerber’s Barley Cereal 
Oatmeal Cereal, and Cereal Food (wheat). All are 
enriched with B-vitamins and minerals . . . all 


are pre-cooked. 


i 





90 





Among the strained foods are such “early” 
favourites as Gerber’s Peaches, Peas, Vegetable- 
Beef Soup . . . all with the true colour and true 
flavour that babies prefer all made right in 


Canada from specially-selected ingredients. 


Whatever your doctor’s recommendations, you 
can turn to Gerber’s with confidence—knowing that 


Gerber's make baby foods and nothing else! 


Babies are our business 
..-owr onky business! 


Y 
NS 
FOODS 





4 CEREALS - 20 STRAINED FOODS 
SOLD IN LEADING GROCERY STORES THROUGHOUT CANADA 











Bringing 
Up Baby — 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


(MOTHER OF 5) 





GOOD START — 
FREE! Samples 
of Gerber’s Rice 
Cereal, Barley 
Cereal, Oatmeal 
Cereal, and 
Cereal Food 
(wheat). Just 
write me, Mrs 
Dan Gerber, Dept. A2-5, Gerber- 
Ogilvie Baby Foods Ltd., Niagara 
Falls, Canada. 





_NATIONAL 
BABY WEEK 


APRIL 26-—- MAY 3 


THIS IS A GOOD TIME to double-check 
your grocer’s shelves, You may be 
surprised to realize exactly how many 
things he has to help you with baby’s 
needs. All those delicious Gerber’s 
Baby Foods, for instance—from_ start- 
ing cereals through a wonderful vari- 
ety of strained foods. 


<> You might double-check 


erbe your own shelves to make 





sure you've the wide choice 
that makes eating inter 
esting and fun for your 
little one. Another good thing to 
check: first-aid supplies for small 
accidents. And then how about 
intangibles — such as making sure 
both you and Daddy have plenty of 
time to encourage that extra-close, 
friendly relationship so important to 
baby. 





HONOURS LIST: 
Gerber’s have now been awarded the 





Chatelaine Institute Seal of Approval, 
in addition to the Good Housekeeping 
Guaranty Seal. I know from experi- 
ence that this is the kind of thing 
that’s so reassuring to young mothers, 
quality being as important as it is 
in baby foods, especially. It’s to reach 
such standards—-and then keep them 

that’s the aim of every baby foods 
specialist on Gerber’s staff. 
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YOUNG PARENTS 


H. Armstrong Roberts 


YOUR FAMILY’S FOOD 


BY ELIZABETH CHANT ROBERTSON, M.D.. Director Child Health Clinic 


Health, energy, growth — these all depend on 


the kind of foods you 


Healthy young animals will eat all 
they need if suitable food is provided, 
but many mothers do not realize that 
children will do the same if they are 
offered well-chosen food in a form they 
can eat. For example it is necessary 
to give your baby sieved or puréed 
vegetables until he has enough teeth to 
chew up solid food. A small youngster 
doesn’t need to be coaxed or forced 
to eat. If you use such tactics, he will 
probably start refusing some foods. A 
youngster’s appetite varies from day to 
day, just as yours and mine do, and 
he will probably like some foods better 
than others. That’s nothing to worry 
about. 


Aids to Good Eating Habits 


As with your other training, you 
should make changes gradually when- 
ever that is possible. Most small chil- 
dren are conservative and they cling to 
the familiar. When you are introducing 
new foods to your child, especially in 
his first year, start with one at a time 
and give him very small amounts at first. 
Increase the amount as he becomes used 
to it until it makes up a reasonable part 
of his meal. When, for instance, he has 
learned to take one vegetable well, start 
with another one, and do the same for 
the fruits and even for the canned 
strained baby meats and baby cereals. 

It is a good idea to teach him to drink 
from a cup early. Often he will take 
small sips of diluted orange juice from 
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and your children eat 


a cup at 5 or 6 months of age. When 
he wants to help hold his plastic glass 
or cup, encourage him. When he is 
about one year old he will probably be 
interested in a spoon. One with a short 
straight handle and a shallow bowl is 
best. He can grasp it most easily and 
get the food out of it readily. He will 
spill a great deal for, at first, it is quite 
hard work for him. If he gets tired 
before he has finished his meal, you can 
help with another spoon without worry- 
ing about spoiling him. 

Once in awhile a child of two and 
a half or so may refuse to feed himself. 
He knows how to do it all right, but 
apparently just wants to be waited on. 
A good way to handle this situation is 
to quietly put him to bed for his nap 
after he has sat for half an hour looking 
at his dinner. He will probably go off 
to sleep and behave as usual during the 
rest of the afternoon. You needn't 
expect any trouble and if you give him 
nothing but water until suppertime, he 
will no doubt eat that meal in record 
time and by his own efforts. 

A low table and chair to match are a 
better place for him to eat than in a high 
chair at the family table. If possible it 
is a good plan to have him finish his 
meal before you sit down. If he eats 
with you he is apt to be coaxed or nagged 
too much. It’s a poor idea to talk about 
his food likes or dislikes or even your 
own in front of him. In fact it’s unwise 
to discuss his habits, illnesses or even 


THE SAVAGE SHOE COMPANY LIMITED - PRESTON + ONTARIO 






Their feet are your 
responsibility now 






Later on, when you don’t have to 
worry about their teeth or their 
weight or the amount of sleep 
they get, you can forget about 
their shoes too. But from birth 
right up to the age of eighteen, 
the 52 small bones of their feet 
are growing, hardening, forming 
themselves into the pattern that 
will mean good feet, good pos- 
ture in later years. Research shoes 
by Savage are scientifically de- 
signed to give room, comfort and 
guidance to children’s soft young 
feet. Research shoes are good 
value any way you look at them. 



































There are Savage Shoes 


in every price range. You'll find them 



















under these brand names: 


HURLBUT - JACK & JILL 
BUNNYFOOT 
RED SCHOOL HOUSE + CHUMS 
MICKEY MOUSE 
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BRAND NEW 
IN CANADA 


-- ESPECIALLY DESIGNED 


For us! 








NO MORE WORRY 
ABOUT IMPETIGO! 
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DIAPER RASH 


ALL Gone ! 

















No SIGN OF 
NASTY 
HEAT RASH! 


MOTHER —start using it on your baby! 


New formula Johnson’s Baby Lotion 
offers wonderful new protection against 
common baby-skin afflictions. 

Hospitals proved it highly effective in 
the prevention of impetigo, diaper rash 
(ammoniacal dermatitis), cradle cap, heat 
rash. Actually kills germs, yet is soothing, 
non-irritating. Ends ‘ammonia’ diaper 
odour, too. Use after bath, at diaper 
changes. Start this scientific care today. 


NEW FORMULA 
JOHNSONS 
BABY LOTION 


i LIMITED ( MONTREAL 

















(NEW FORMULA 


JOHNSON'S 
BABY 
LOTION 


SOOTHING, SMOOTHING 














Callouses 


Tenderness, 
~ Quickly Relieved 


You'll quickly forget you have 
painful callouses, burning or 
tenderness on the bottom of 
your feet, when you apply Dr. 
Scholl's Zino-pads. Thin, soft, 
wonderfully soothing, cushion- 
ing, protective. Separate Medi- 
cations included for quickly re- 
moving Try them! 


D! Scholls Zino-pads 
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his achievements with other people when 
he is around. I suppose we are apt to 
develop this habit when they are babies, 
but many parents keep it up for years 
which is unfortunate, to say the least. 


The Preschool Period 


In the preschool period, children 
naturally grow rather slowly and as 
| a consequence their appetites are not 





| very big. Small helpings are best, with | 
If they | 


| “seconds” if they ask for them. 
| have breakfast about eight o’clock, they 
| often go through the latter part of the 
| morning more happily if they have a 
| small glass of tomato or other juice 
| about 10 a.m. Plenty of outdoor play, 
| a good sleep after the noon meal and 
| a long sleep at night all help to keep 
| up their appetites. 

child’s life it is well to bear in mind 
| that fatness is nothing to aim for. 
| Overweight is a disadvantage both 
| physically and psychologically. 


Good Food for Children 


Milk is an extremely useful food. It 
provides at least three quarters of the 
calcium in a well-balanced diet. This 
mineral is necessary in generous amounts 
for the building of good bones and teeth. 





“No germs for 


All through your | 


Milk also supplies a large percentage of | 
the proteins that the child needs for the | 
growth of all parts of his body. In | 
addition it is our main source of ribo- | 


flavin (formerly vitamin B2) which is 
also essential for growth and the main- 
tenance of good health. 
contains good amounts of several other 
valuable food factors. 

For the preschool child, a pint of 
milk, including that used in cooking, is 
a good daily allowance, unless the child 

| is a very hearty eater. Give him a milk 
pudding for dessert at dinner and a thick 
vegetable soup made with milk may be 
used as one of your supper dishes. There 
are a great variety of milk puddings that 
all the family could well enjoy. Cooking 
the milk does not reduce its food value, 
| but it drives off some of the water and 
so makes it less filling. A preschool child 
has, as you might expect, a rather small 
stomach. If he has milk on his porridge 
and to drink at breakfast, and milk to 
drink with his supper, it’s better to give 
him his half cup (4 ounces) of orange 
juice, either fresh or canned, with his 
| dinner, as this is his most substantial 
meal, 


The school-age child naturally eats 
more and he will usually take a pint 
and a half of milk dai'y. When your 
boys begin to grow very rapidly they 
will probably drink even more milk. 

| Studies of children’s eating habits 
| both in Canada and northern New York 
State have shown that children in their 
| second year of high school (grade 10) 
choose considerably poorer meals than 
youngsters about halfway through ele- 
mentary school (grade 4). This may 
| be because they are copying their elders. 
Unless the adults in the family drink 
milk they cannot expect their older 
children to keep up the habit. One pint 
| of milk per day is recommended for 
adults—some of it can be taken in 
cooked foods or as cheese (see later). 


In addition it | 








Unless you take approximately that | 


| amount of milk, your meals will not 


be as high in some of the essentials as | 


| they should be for the best of health. 


| Although adults do not need calcium | 


for building bones and teeth, they do 


me—my swab’s 
sterilized!” 




















Insist on safe ‘Q-Tips’ — 
the original and largest sell- 
ing cotton swabs in the 
world. They cost no more 
than ordinary swabs! 

.-- sterilized—right in the 
package by the best hos- 
pital method. 
-»-swabscan’tcome loose 
or leave lint. Finest quality 
cotton firmly anchored at 
both ends. 


In the U. S. and Canada— 
used by more doctors than 
any other prepared swab! 


Don’t take a substitute... 
be sure to get ‘Q-Tips’. 


29c¢ and 55¢ pkg. 


The sterilized 
cotton swab 





Look better, feel better, after the first appli- 
cation with Hopper White Clay Pack®. See 
for yourself how this amazing facial pack 
> cleans pore openings, helps tighten the 
tired lines in your face and loosen black- 
heads which can then be easily removed. 
‘a Yes, you can thrill at the new loveliness of 


=a your complexion, the radiant, tingling feel- 


ing that is yours after a facial with Hopper 
@/. Clay Pack. It’s easy to use, costs only a 
few cents. At drug or cosmetic counters. 
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AMAZING CREAM REMOVES 


UNSIGHTLY HAIR 
QUICKLY, SAFELY 


Acts Below “Razor Line” 


The modern way to remove 
ugly hair from your legs is with 
Neet Cream Hair Remover. 
It works deeper than a razor, 
below the surface of the skin. 
Safer too from razor cuts and 
scratches. Neet leaves tender 
skin soft and smooth, free from 
| razor stubble. Just apply Neet 
i r like any cream, then rinse oO 
and hair disappears like magic. 
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lose considerable amounts of it from 
their bodies every day. If they take 
very little milk and cheese in their meals 
they lose more calcium than they are 
eating. Where do they get the calcium 
to meet this deficit? They remove it 
from their bones and this constant 
withdrawal of calcium ultimately re- 
sults in a weakened skeleton. This may 
be the cause of trouble later on in life. 


Value of Skim Milk 


Skim milk contains everything that 
is present in whole milk with the excep- 
tion of fat and vitamin A. We Cana- 
dians always obtain plenty of fat in our 
meals and if we use margarine or butter, 
yellow or green vegetables or tomatoes 
and eggs in reasonable amounts, there 
won’t be any lack of vitamin A. Actu- 
ally a pint of skim milk plus an ounce 
of margarine is equivalent to a pint of 
whole milk. If you cannot afford to 
buy as much whole milk as your family 
should have, you would be wise to buy 
part or all of it as skim milk. 

We would not advise you to give your 
baby under one year skim milk unless 
your physician has prescribed it, but 
this type of milk is quite suitable for 
children beyond that age. It is par- 
ticularly useful for adults as it contains 
about half as many calories as ordinary 
whole or homogenized milk. In fact 
a seven-ounce glass of skim milk or 
buttermilk has no more calories in it 

in other words it is no more fattening 

than a cup of tea or coffee with cream 
and sugar. 

The most economical type is dried or 
powdered skim milk, especially when it 
is bought in large-sized containers. When 
made up with water according to the 
directions, it Is just as valuable as 

asteurized skim milk. In cooking, it 

can be used dry and water added 
instead of fluid milk. Extra amounts 
of it can be put in many cooked foods 
and these are especially valuable for 
adults or others who do not like drinking 
milk. These additions do not alter the 
natural flavor of the food. 

If your family uses milk in_ the 
amounts suggested here you can safely 
reduce the size of their servings of meat. 
This is less noticeable if you use ex- 
enders such as dumplings, vegetables, 
rice, bread crumbs, etc. 


Cheese 

We Canadians do not compare very 
well with the Europeans as_ cheese 
eaters. In normal times the British 
use twice as much as we do and the 
Swiss and the Dutch eat twice as much 
again. Cheese is very rich in calctum 
and protein and it gives you a great 
deal for your money. To illustrate this 
statement, one ounce of cheddar cheese 
has as much calcium in it as a whole 
glass of milk! Children may have 
grated cheese from the age of two or 
three years on and as soon as they will 
chew it properly they can have it in 
pieces. You would be wise to develop 
a taste for cheese in your family. 


Vitamin D Preparations 

Vitamin D increases the efficiency 
with which the body uses calcium and 
phosphorus. As these two substances 
are needed in large amounts for the 
production of normal bones and teeth, 
it is evident that growing children and 
expectant and nursing mothers should 
have adequate and regular amounts of 
this vitamin. Rapidly growing babies 
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who are not receiving vitamin D often 
develop rickets. In this disease the 
bones are abnormal and may even 
become deformed. 

We used to think that there was no 
reason for giving this vitamin to chil- 
dren after they passed their second 
birthday. However, it has since been 
discovered that older children should 
have it too, as about half of them cannot 
produce perfectly normal bones without 
it. Also it has some effect in reducing 
tooth decay. Consequently, the health 


authorities now recommend that until 
growth is completed all babies and 
children should receive 400 Interna- 
tional Units of vitamin D each day. 
Not infrequently a daily dose of 800 
units is advised for babies under two 
years. Certainly for the child over this 
age it may be stopped during the three 
summer months provided they are out 
in the sun much of the time. The high 
potency fish-liver oils or other prepara- 
tions in which 400 units are contained 
in a very small dose are very easy to give. 





“My third baby 1s 


a Heinz baby, too” 


When Canadian women are downright 





If you are giving your baby one of 
these products you can stop them about 
the middle of June and start them again 
the middle of September provided you 
give him regular sunbaths. It is because 
our foods contain so little of this vitamin 
that we have to buy it at the drugstore. 
Whether “ordinary” adults need it or 
not has not been settled, but many of 
the experts take it themselves during 
the colder nine months of the year. 

Other important foods in your family’s 
meals will be discussed next month. @ 





en ie 


happy, healthy babies who make life a joy 


for their mummies and daddies. 





pleased with a product they have a gracious 
custom of saying “thank you” to the maker. 
That’s why Heinz receives so many 
hundreds of letters from mothers across the 
country—letters that praise Heinz Baby 
Foods . . . letters that tell how two, three, 
four, and sometimes more babies in one 
family have been raised on Heinz. And 
through all these letters runs the same 
delighted theme—that Heinz-fed babies are 


From the moment your baby starts off on 
any one of the four Heinz Pre-Cooked 
Cereals, right through his progression to 
Heinz Strained Baby Foods and Heinz Junior 
Foods, he’s getting the very best in the way 
of digestible, natural-flavor nourishment. 
Feed your baby Heinz and you'll soon see 
how true this is—just by the way he’ll grow 


and grow without upset or set-back. 


Camada's hest-sellina Baby foods. one HEINZ 
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MOTHER —start using it on your baby! 


New formula Johnson’s Baby Lotion 
offers wonderful new protection against 
common baby-skin afflictions. 


Hospitals proved it highly effective in 
the prevention of impetigo, diaper rash 
(ammoniacal dermatitis), cradle cap, heat 
rash. Actually kills germs, yet is soothing, 
non-irritating. Ends “‘ammonia’’ diaper 
odour, too. Use after bath, at diaper 
changes. Start this scientific care today. 


NEW FORMULA 
JOHNSONS 
BABY LOTION 


( LIMITED ( MONTREAL 
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Callouses.A\ 


Paice Quickly Relieved | 
ing 

You'll quickly forget you have 
painful callouses, burning or 
tenderness on the bottom of 
your feet, when you apply Dr. 
Scholl’s Zino-pads. Thin, soft, 
wonderfully soothing, cushion- 
ing, protective. Separate Medi- 
cations included for quickly re- 
moving callousesa. Try them! 


D! Scholls Zino-pads 























his achievements with other people when 
he is around. I suppose we are apt to 
develop this habit when they are babies, 
but many parents keep it up for years 
which is unfortunate, to say the least. 


The Preschool Period 


In the preschool period, children 
naturally grow rather slowly and as 
a consequence their appetites are not 
very big. Small helpings are best, with 
“seconds” if they ask for them. If they 
have breakfast about eight o’clock, they 
often go through the latter part of the 


| morning more happily if they have a 





| Milk also supplies a large percentage of | 
the proteins that the child needs for the | 
growth of all parts of his body. In | 
addition it is our main source of ribo- | 
flavin (formerly vitamin B2) which is | 


small glass of tomato or other juice 
about 10 a.m. Plenty of outdoor play, 
a good sleep after the noon meal and 
a long sleep at night all help to keep 
up their appetites. All through your 
child’s life it is well to bear in mind 
that fatness is nothing to aim for. 
Overweight is a disadvantage both 
physically and psychologically. 


Good Food for Children 


Milk is an extremely useful food. It 
provides at least three quarters of the 
calcium in a well-balanced diet. This 


mineral is necessary in generous amounts | 


for the building of good bones and teeth. 


also essential for growth and the main- 
tenance of good health. In addition it 
contains good amounts of several other 


| valuable food factors. 


For the preschool child, a pint of 
milk, including that used in cooking, is 


| a good daily allowance, unless the child 
| is a very hearty eater. Give him a milk 
| pudding for dessert at dinner and a thick 


vegetable soup made with milk may be 


| used as one of your supper dishes. There 


are a great variety of milk puddings that | 


all the family could well enjoy. Cooking 
the milk does not reduce its food value, 


but it drives off some of the water and | 
so makes it less filling. A preschool child | | 
| has, as you might expect, a rather small | 
stomach. If he has milk on his porridge | 


and to drink at breakfast, and milk to 


drink with his supper, it’s better to give | 


| him his half cup (4 ounces) of orange 


| juice, either fresh or canned, with his | 
dinner, as this is his most substantial | 





meal. 
The school-age child naturally eats 


more and he will usually take a pint | 


and a half of milk daily. When your 
boys begin to grow very rapidly they 
will probably drink even more milk. 


Studies of children’s eating habits | 
both in Canada and northern New York | 


State have shown that children in their 
second year of high school (grade 10) 
choose considerably poorer meals than 
youngsters about halfway through ele- 
mentary school (grade 4). This may 
be because they are copying their elders. 
Unless the adults in the family drink 
milk they cannot expect their older 
children to keep up the habit. One pint 
of milk per day is recommended for 


| adults—some of it can be taken in 
| cooked foods or as cheese (see later). 
| Unless you take approximately that 
| amount of milk, your meals will not 


be as high in some of the essentials as 

they should be for the best of health. 
Although adults do not need calcium 

for building bones and teeth, they do 
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Insist on safe ‘Q-Tips’ — 
the original and largest sell- 
ing cotton swabs in the 
world. They cost no more 
than ordinary swabs! 


..-Sterilized—right in the 
package by the best hos- 
pital method. 


+» Swabs can‘tcome loose 
or leave lint. Finest quality 
cotton firmly anchored at 
both ends. 


In the U. S. and Canada— 
used by more doctors than 
any other prepared swab! 
Don't take a substitute... 
be sure to get ‘Q-Tips’. 


29c¢ and 55¢ pkg. 


The sterilized 
cotton swab 
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4. S. LAING AGENCIES LTD. TORONTO, ONT. 


OW \ COMPLEXION CLAY 
THAT MAKES SKIN LOVELIER 


CLEANS PORE OPENINGS REDUCES SKIN BLEMISHES 
WONDERS WITH TIRED LINES IN FACE 


+ Look better, feel better, after the first appli- 
) cation with Hopper White Clay Pack®. See 
_ for yourself how this amazing facial pack 
' cleans pore openings, helps tighten the 
' tired lines in your face and loosen black- 
heads which can then be easily removed. 
Yes, you can thrill at the new loveliness of 
your complexion, the radiant, tingling feel- 
ing that is yours after a facial with Hopper 
Clay Pack. It’s easy to use, costs only a 
4 few cents. At drug or cosmetic counters. 
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AMAZING CREAM REMOVES 
UNSIGHTLY HAIR 
QUICKLY, SAFELY 


Acts Below “Razor Line” 
Without 








The modern way to remove 
ugly hair from your legs is with 
Neet Cream Hair Remover. 
It works deeper than a razor, 
below the surface of the skin. 
Safer too from razor cuts and 
scratches. Neet leaves tender 

skin soft and smooth, free from 
| razor stubble. Just apply Neet 
r like any cream, then rinse off 
and hair disappears like magic. 
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lose considerable amounts of it from 
their bodies every day. If they take 
very little milk and cheese in their meals 
they lose more calcium than they are 
eating. Where do they get the calcium 
to meet this deficit? They remove it 
from their bones and this constant 
withdrawal of calcium ultimately re- 
sults in a weakened skeleton. This may 
be the cause of trouble later on in life. 


Value of Skim Milk 

Skim milk contains everything that 
is present in whole milk with the excep- 
tion of fat and vitamin A. We Cana- 
dians always obtain plenty of fat in our 
meals and if we use margarine or butter, 
yellow or green vegetables or tomatoes 
and eggs in reasonable amounts, there 
won’t be any lack of vitamin A. Actu- 
ally a pint of skim milk plus an ounce 
of margarine is equivalent to a pint of 
whole milk. If you cannot afford to 
buy as much whole milk as your family 
should have, you would be wise to buy 
part or all of it as skim milk. 

We would not advise you to give your 
baby under one year skim milk unless 
your physician has prescribed it, but 
this type of milk is quite suitable for 
children beyond that age. It is par- 
ticularly useful for adults as it contains 
about half as many calories as ordinary 
whole or homogenized milk. In fact 
a seven-ounce glass of skim milk or 
buttermilk has no more calories in it 

in other words it is no more fattening 

than a cup of tea or coffee with cream 
and sugar. 

The most economical type is dried or 
powdered skim milk, especially when it 
is bought in large-sized containers. When 
made up with water according to the 
directions, it is just as valuable as 

asteurized skim milk. In cooking, it 
can be used dry and water added 
instead of fluid milk. Extra amounts 
of it can be put in many cooked foods 
and these are especially valuable for 
adults or others who do not like drinking 
milk. These additions do not alter the 
natural flavor of the food. 

If your family uses 
amounts suggested here you can safely 
reduce the size of their servings of meat. 
This is less noticeable if you use ex- 
enders such as dumplings, vegetables, 


milk in the 


rice, bread crumbs, etc. 


Cheese 

We Canadians do not compare very 
well with the Europeans as cheese 
In normal times the British 
use twice ¢s much as we do and the 
Swiss and the Dutch eat twice as much 
again. Cheese is very rich in calcium 
and protein and it gives you a great 
deal for your money. To illustrate this 
statement, one ounce of cheddar cheese 
has as much calcium in it as a whole 
glass of milk! Children may have 
grated cheese from the age of two or 
three years on and as soon as they will 
chew it properly they can have it in 
pieces. You would be wise to develop 
a taste for cheese in your family. 


eaters, 


Vitamin D Preparations 


Vitamin D increases the efficiency 
with which the body uses calcium and 
phosphorus. As these two substances 


are needed in large amounts for the 
production of normal bones and teeth, 
it is evident that growing children and 
expectant and nursing mothers should 
have adequate and regular amounts of 
this vitamin. 


Rapidly growing babies 
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who are not receiving vitamin D often 


develop rickets. In this disease the 
bones are abnormal and may even 
become deformed. 

We used to think that there was no 
reason for giving this vitamin to chil- 
dren after they passed their second 
birthday. However, it has since been 
discovered that older children should 
have it too, as about half of them cannot 
produce perfectly normal bones without 
it. Also it has some effect in reducing 
tooth decay. Consequently, the health 


authorities now recommend that until 
growth is completed all babies and 
children should receive 400 Interna- 
tional Units of vitamin D each day. 
Not infrequently a daily dose of 800 
units is advised for babies under two 
years. Certainly for the child over this 
age it may be stopped during the three 
summer months provided they are out 
in the sun much of the time. The high 
potency fish-liver oils or other prepara- 
tions in which 400 units are contained 
in a very small dose are very easy to give. 


“My third baby is 


a Heinz baby, too” 


If you are giving your baby one of 
these products you can stop them about 
the middle of June and start them again 
the middle of September provided you 
give him regular sunbaths. It is because 
our foods contain so little of this vitamin 
that we have to buy it at the drugstore. 
Whether “ordinary” adults need it or 
not has not been settled, but many of 
the experts take it themselves during 
the colder nine months of the year. 

Other important foods in your family’s 
meals will be discussed next month. @ 








When Canadian women are downright 
pleased with a product they have a gracious 
custom of saying “thank you” to the maker. 
That’s why Heinz receives so many 
hundreds of letters from mot)iers across the 
country—letters that praise Heinz Baby 
Foods .. . letters that tell how two, three, 
four, and sometimes more babies in one 
family have been raised on Heinz. And 
through all these letters runs the same 
delighted theme—that Heinz-fed babies are 


happy, healthy babies who make life a joy 
for their mummies and daddies. 

From the moment your baby starts off on 
Pre-Cooked 


Cereals, right through his progression to 


any one of the four Heinz 


Heinz Strained Baby Foods and Heinz Junior 
Foods, he’s getting the very best in the way 
of digestible, natural-flavor nourishment. 
Feed your baby Heinz and you'll soon see 
how true this is—just by the way he'll grow 
and grow without upset or set-back. 


Camada’s thest-selling Baby Foods ane HEINZ 
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ANNA RUSSELL 


Continued from page 13 


who puckers cutely through songs by 
Debussy and the folk singer plucking 
the strings of an invisible Irish harp. 
Teeing-off for a breast-heaving assault 
on Wagner's “Ring” she announces that 
“to be a dramatic singer requires the 
attributes of a successful auctioneer” 


| and that it is advisable “‘to use shock 


tactics.” The audience quickly sees 
what she means, but by that time Anna 
is moaning out the blues-song to end 
all blues-songs, a tender torch number 
of her own creation called “You Make 
Me Miserable.” 

Anna could be forgiven an ironic tear 
each night a new audience chortles at 
these burlesques of serious singers, for 
would have been herself if 


she one 


| audiences hadn’t laughed every time she 
opened her mouth. 


“What's funny?” 


Anna demanded as Chatelaine editors 
snickered at the photographs she pro- 
duced for the accompanying picture 
story about the career of a frustrated 
singer. ““That’s me. That’s my story.” 


“Wonderful To Be Home” 


Anna Russell trained at conserva- 
in Brussels and Paris and the 
Royal College of Music in London (“‘the 
lady has a real voice, highly trained,” 
noted the Herald Tribune critic after 
her Town Hall triumph). “I played 
Wagner and Carmen with a traveling 
opera company,” recalls Anna sadly, 


tories 


| “but every time | commenced to sing, 


the audience and the company would 
burst into laughter. 

“How can you produce serious music 
if you simply can’t be serious?” 
demands plaintively but beaming hap- 
pily through her frustration. “My face 
and my voice just wouldn’t behave, so 
| became a comedienne.” 

It was the same with her piano play- 
ing. A promising artist at the keyboard, 
too, whenever Anna sat down to play 
she was immediately possessed by an 
uncontrollable urge to mimic the man- 
nerisms and foibles of all the concert 
pianists she had ever seen perform. The 
audience laughed both with and at her, 
and wouldn’t let her stop. 

Today her fans argue whether Anna 
is funnier demonstrating how to write 
your own Gilbert and Sullivan operetta 
or performing her Habanera Hoedown 

authorship credited to “Spike” Ros- 
sini. But to Russell herself her own 
must seem like a sad-but-true 
burlesque of that hoary legend about 
the Canadian artist who 


career 


becomes a 


smashing success with the home folks 


only after winning fame abroad. 
She happily recalls following a trained 


| elephant act into Saskatoon and is cheer- | 
fully philosophical about the quirks of 


theatrical fame. The committee who 
hired her well in advance for a Toronto 
community club engagement was a little 
embarrassed to have her return from her 
solo conquest at Town Hall, early this 
year, to find that a male quartet had 
been added to her Toronto program to 
ensure a full house. However, the 
committee members had nothing on the 
Toronto Telegram reporter who ex- 
pressed his pleasure at finding so distin- 
guished and high-ranking an American 
star touring this country. 

“And 


where,” he asked, “is your 


permanent home, Miss Russell?” 


she | 


in 


Twin-Valve Nipples 
Are Easier To Nurse! 


Two tiny holes in base of the Evenflo 
Nipple draw air into the bottle to re- 
place the milk as baby nurses. Thus no 
vacuum forms to collapse the nipple or 
cause baby to struggle to get food. Be- 
cause babies nurse Evenflo in comfort, 
they finish their bottles better and make 
better gains in weight. 

Mothers like Evenflo Nursers because 
they are so handy to use at home or 
while traveling. Get Evenflo for your 
baby at baby shops, drug & dept. stores. 
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., Toronto — Winnipeg 
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“Toronto,” said Anna 
“It’s so wonderful to be 
the family.” 

Anna’s Toronto address is the same 
as that of the well-known art teacher 
and portraitist, Charles Goldhamer who 
is her husband (and whose work, like 
his wife’s, has lately been winning recog- 
nition in the U. S. as well as in Canada). 
Despite her growing success across the 
border, Mrs. Goldhamer is keenly appre- 
ciative of the help she did get in the 
first days of her career here from such 


appreciative sponsors as the IODE 
group which backed her first Cana- 


dian appearance, and the CBC pro- 
ducers who put her on the air. Next 
September she is going to present her 
program of devastating vocal carica- 
tures at Toronto’s Museum Theatre for 
a full week without fee, as a contribu- 
tion to Dora Mavor Moore’s ambitious 
project to build a national professional 
theatre, similar to London’s famous Old 
Vic, on the cornerstone of her already 
well-established New Play Society. 


Street Scene 


Anna Russell goes right on clowning 
off stage, as witness the picture story 
accompanying this article, which she 
and a New York photographer jointly 
produced merely to while away some 
long summer evenings in Manhattan. 
It’s to be a book soon. Her nonpro- 
fessional appearances aren’t always as 
deliberate as these, either. 

One afternoon recently she rushed out 
of her flat in New York’s East Fifties, 
late for an appointment blocks away. 
Looking vainly for a taxi she spotted 
Mr. Farraro, her friendly Italian grocer, 
driving by in his five-ton truck. He 
swung obligingly to the curb at her 
distraught signal and took her roaring 
off to a swank downtown hotel. The 
two of them were chatting animatedly 
on arrival and, forgetting she wasn’t in 
a taxi Anna stepped nonchalantly out 
of the truck’s high cab and fell flat on 
her face on the sidewalk. 

The haughty doorman, horrified at 
mere sight of the truck, turned a shocked 
but still eloquent back on the prone 
female, clearly hoping she would vanish 
like a bad dream. But Anna was looking 
her trumped-up haughtiest to give the 
doorman a further shock a few minutes 
later when she emerged from the hotel 
on the arm of tenor James Melton and 
with a squad of high-powered adver- 
tising executives in tow. 





BE YOUR OWN BEST 


HOME 
DECORATOR 
BEGIN Chatelaine’s Course in 
Home Decorating, on page 20 of 


this issue. 


DON’T MISS. Lesson 2, MAKING 
THE MOST OF A SMALL BED. 
ROOM, in June Chatelaine. 


WATCH FOR 
CHATELAINE’S 
$1,000 


HOME DECORATING 
CONTEST 











CHATELAINE—MAY, 1952 








ale 
“- 


THE WORLD'S 
FINEST 


do ALL your sewing 
without attachments! 


Put a NECCHI sewing machine to work for you! 

The NECCHI BU Custom Deluxe glides easily from one 
operation to another at the flick of your finger . . . Sews 
on buttons, makes button-holes, blind-stitches, 
monograms and embroiders — 

i ints! 
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FLORAL RUNNER o. sili ae 
, . e's a to suit your budget. 

IN PURE IRISH Your NECCHI Authorized Dealer will gladly 
LINEN arrange a free home demonstration. 

No obligation to you of course! 


Stamped on finest quality pure 
Irish linen in shades of gold, 
green, light or dark peach. 
Steam Iron Finished ase 13 2 33. Price 
$1.25. Thread 25c extra. 
Te Hg you cn bay gout be | Also" available on. the. best 
featherweight . . . just 244 lbs! And tops quality white broadcloth at { _) Please send me your free descriptive booklet. 
in performance. Holds more water, gives $1. Thread 25c extra. White 
more steam, has more ironing surface flowers, green leaves and brown NAME 


than any other iron. Uses tap water, too. “6 . 
, stems contrast beautifully with 
Breezes over velvet, nylon, cotton, rayon, . : y ADORESS 


wool! Get the new Silex Steam Iron today. the pastel linen shades. Edge 
with eyelet embroidery (not (*Say Neck-ee) 


Necchi Sewing Machines (Caneda) Lid., 
Dept. C5, 464 McGill St., Montreal 1. 


( _) I'd like the nearest NECCHI dealer to arrange a home demons- 
tration, without any obligation to me. 
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ing cuts, removing nai! polish or cleaning 
dentures. 


Mom got TWIN-TIPS in the first place for 
me... because they're so safe and convenient 
for cleansing my nose, eyes and ears. Since 
the folks have discovered all their other uses, 
it’s getting so a fellow can’t keep enough 
TW NTI S on hand’. 
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sizes: small mats 7 x 7, large wait till you see the nifty nylon 
mat 15x 7. Price $1. Thread bathing suits in the stores. 
25c extra. In best quality 


S You B Ss y M white broadcloth, price 50c Read about them in 
erves You Best...Saves You Most =pageeege — SARs 
Thread 25¢ extra. Both com- my column on page 81. 
COFFEEMAKERS *® COFFEEWARMERS 


STEAM IRONS ¢* FRESHERATOR plete with full instructions. NANCY NYLON 
MIXIE © HEATING PADS Thread in white, green and 2 


THE SILEX CO., LTD., ST. JOHNS, P. Q. brown. Order from Chatelaine 


‘ia “. Handicraft Dept., 481 Univer- 
e Electrical Housewares— weed Se 
Che deta ciara audited sity Ave., Toronto. 








ous “at . 


POT CLEANER 
to clean your pots and pans 

















CHATELAINE—MAY, 1952 











Elastoplast 


TRADE MARE 





--- because it 


s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s 


Insist on this quality, adhesive First Aid 
Dressing in the handy red tin. 


@ Elastoplast STAYS PUT because it 
stretches with your skin, even on 
most awkward places. 

@ PROMOTES HEALING of cuts, blisters 
and other minor injuries. 

@ FLESH COLOURED — inconspicuous, 
comfortable and safe. 

@ VARIETY OF SHAPES AND SIZES — 


to fit every meed .. . easy to select 
in the RED TIN 








20¢ and 40¢ at your druggist 





94 


ANNA RUSSELL 


Continued from page 13 


who puckers cutely through songs by 
Debussy and the folk singer plucking 
the strings of an invisible Irish harp. 
Teeing-off for a breast-heaving assault 
on Wagner’s “Ring” she announces that 
“to be a dramatic singer requires the 
attributes of a successful auctioneer” 
and that it is advisable “to use shock 
tactics.” The audience quickly sees 
what she means, but by that time Anna 
is moaning out the blues-song to end 
all blues-songs, a tender torch number 
of her own creation called “You Make 
Me Miserable.” 

Anna could be forgiven an ironic tear 
each night a new audience chortles at 
these burlesques of serious singers, for 
she would have been one herself if 
audiences hadn’t laughed every time she 
opened her mouth. “What’s funny?” 
Anna demanded as Chatelaine editors 
snickered at the photographs she pro- 
duced for the accompanying picture 


| story about the career of a frustrated 


singer. ““That’s me. That’s my story.” 


“Wonderful To Be Home” 


Anna Russell trained at conserva- 
tories in Brussels and Paris and the 
Royal College of Music in London (‘‘the 


| lady has a real voice, highly trained,” 


noted the Herald Tribune critic after 
her Town Hall triumph). “I played 
Wagner and Carmen with a traveling 
opera company,” recalls Anna sadly, 


| “but every time I commenced to sing, 





the audience and the company would 
burst into laughter. 

“How can you produce serious music 
if you simply can’t be serious?” she 
demands plaintively but beaming hap- 
pily through her frustration. “My face 
and my voice just wouldn’t behave, so 
| became a comedienne.” 

It was the same with her piano play- 
ing. A promising artist at the keyboard, 
too, whenever Anna sat down to play 
she was immediately possessed by an 
uncontrollable urge to mimic the man- 
nerisms and foibles of all the concert 
pianists she had ever seen perform. The 
audience laughed both with and at her, 
and wouldn’t let her stop. 

Today her fans argue whether Anna 
is funnier demonstrating how to write 
your own Gilbert and Sullivan operetta 
or performing her Habanera Hoedown 
—authorship credited to “Spike” Ros- 
sini. But to Russell herself her own 
career must seem like a sad-but-truc 
burlesque of that hoary legend about 
the Canadian artist becomes a 
smashing success with the home folks 
only after winning fame abroad. 

She happily recalls following a trained 


Ww ho 


| elephant act into Saskatoon and is cheer- | 


fully philosophical about the quirks of 
theatrical fame. The committee who 
hired her well in advance for a Toronto 
community club engagement was a little 
embarrassed to have her return from her 
solo conquest at Town Hall, early this 
year, to find that a male quartet had 
been added to her Toronto program to 
ensure a full house. However, the 
committee members had nothing on the 
Toronto Telegram reporter who ex- 
pressed his pleasure at finding so distin- 
guished and high-ranking an American 
star touring this country. 

“And where,” he asked, “is your 
permanent home, Miss Russell?” 
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cause baby to struggle to get food. Be- 
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they finish their bottles better and make 


Mothers like Evenflo Nursers because 
they are so handy to use at home or 
while traveling. Get Evenflo for your 
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“Toronto,” said Anna 
“It’s so wonderful to be 
the family.” 

Anna’s Toronto address is the same 
as that of the well-known art teacher 
and portraitist, Charles Goldhamer who 
is her husband (and whose work, like 
his wife’s, has lately been winning recog- 
nition in the U. S. as well as in Canada). 
Despite her growing success across the 
border, Mrs. Goldhamer is keenly appre- 
ciative of the help she did get in the 
first days of her career here from such 
appreciative sponsors as the IODE 
group which backed her first Cana- 
dian appearance, and the CBC pro- 
ducers who put her on the air. Next 
September she is going to present her 
program of devastating vocal carica- 
tures at Toronto’s Museum Theatre for 
a full week without fee, as a contribu- 
tion to Dora Mavor Moore’s ambitious 
project to build a national professional 
theatre, similar to London’s famous Old 
Vic, on the cornerstone of her already 
well-established New Play Society. 


Street Scene 


Anna Russell goes right on clowning 
off stage, as witness the picture story 
accompanying this article, which she 
and a New York photographer jointly 
produced merely to while away some 
long summer evenings in Manhattan. 
It’s to be a book soon. Her nonpro- 
fessional appearances aren’t always as 
deliberate as these, either. 

One afternoon recently she rushed out 
of her flat in New York’s East Fifties, 
late for an appointment blocks away. 
Looking vainly for a taxi she spotted 
Mr. Farraro, her friendly Italian grocer, 
driving by in his five-ton truck. He 
swung obligingly to the curb at her 
distraught signal and took her roaring 
off to a swank downtown hotel. The 
two of them were chatting animatedly 
on arrival and, forgetting she wasn’t in 
a taxi Anna stepped nonchalantly out 
of the truck’s high cab and fell flat on 
her face on the sidewalk. 

The haughty doorman, horrified at 
mere sight of the truck, turned a shocked 
but still eloquent back on the prone 
female, clearly hoping she would vanish 
like a bad dream. But Anna was looking 
her trumped-up haughtiest to give the 
doorman a further shock a few minutes 
later when she emerged from the hotel 
on the arm of tenor James Melton and 
with a squad of high-powered adver- 
tising executives in tow. 
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do ALL your sewing 
without attachments?! 


Put a NECCHI sewing machine to work for you! 

Z The NECCHI BU Custom DeLuxe glides easily from one 
‘ operation to another at the flick of your finger . . . Sews 

/ \ on buttons, makes button-holes, blind-stitches, 

f monograms and embroiders — 
ithout attachments! 
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FLORAL RUNNER ™ NECCHI bed 
; . ere’s a to suit your budget. 
IN PURE IRISH Your NECCHI Authorized Dealer will gladly 
LINEN arrange a free home demonstration. 

No obligation to you of course! 
Stamped on finest quality pure 
Irish linen in shades of gold, 
green, light or dark peach. 
Steam Iron Finished size 13 x 33. Price 
The kek ; he $1.25. Thread 25¢ extra. 
b @ Rgntest you can buy . . . your Ses Also available on the best 
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featherweight . . . just 244 Ibs! And tops quality white broadcloth at ( _) Please send me your free descriptive booklet. 
in performance. Holds more water, gives $1. Thread 25c¢ extra. White 
more steam, has more ironing surface flowers, green leaves and brown NAME 
than any other iron. Uses tap water, too. 
Breezes over velvet, nylon, cotton, rayon, = 4 
wool! Get the new Silex Steam Iron today. the pastel linen shades. Edge 
with eyelet embroidery (not (*Say Neck-ee) 
included). 
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y Hey ... my win-lips!” 


“I don’t mind other people using my 
TWIN-TIPS once in a while. After ail, 
they are handy for lots of things, like dress- 
ing cuts, removing nail polish or cleaning 
dentures. 





Mom got TWIN-TIPS in the first place for 
me... because they're so safe and convenient 
for cleansing my nose, eyes and ears. Since 
the folks have discovered all their other uses, 
it's getting so a fellow can't keep enough 
TWIN-TIPS on hand’. 


TWIN-TIPS are the famous double-tipped 
swabs that hospitals use and doctors recom- 
mend . . . firmly wound to keep their -_~ 
permanently . . . borated and sterilized by 
the special sanilazing process . . . un- 
touched by human hands. 


Coffeemaker 


6 ‘ . sas 10¢, 29¢ and 55c. 

64 cups instead of 40 . . . from every 

end and every sip rich, flavorful, deli- At drug and department stores and baby shops everywhere 
cious! Go Silex and save on every coffee 
dollar! If you make coffee in small MAKE A VANITY 


amounts you'll love this eo _ SET TO MATCH 


**Coffee-Miser’’, 2 to 4 cups. ¢ 
models hold up to 8 cups. Red, yellow 4 : | CESK ORK OPE School Time P E P 
or black trim. Insist on a Silex Coffee. Dainty vanity set stamped on 


maker — accept no substitute. pure Irish linen in gold, green, U..m..m.. i < (re 


q light or dark peach. Finished CE 
JS i iL xX sizes: small mats 7 x 7, large wait till you see the nifty nylon POA 247 ] 7 
mat 15 x 7. Price $1. Thread bathing suits i AS 
rs ; g Suits in the stores. , > 
ec 25c extra. In best quality MOnt renpen - MORE Ofticious MACARONI 


S. You B Ss You M. white broadcloth, price 50c ad about them in 
Serves You Best...Saves You Most se ° * 
Thread 25c extra. Both com- | my column on page 81. 








COFFEEMAKERS * COFFEEWARMERS . : . 
te : e 
STEAM IRONS ¢ FRESHERATOR plete with full cmeuhobanamer NANCY NYLON Us 
MIXIE ¢ HEATING PADS Thread in white, green and “9 acudies 
THE SILEX CO., LTD., ST. JOHNS, P. © brown. Order from Chatelaine RG ‘a | 


Handicraft Dept., 481 Univer- 
, Give Boctricad Messewarene= sity Ave., Toronto. POT CLEANER 
First choice for every gift occasion! 7 to clean your paots and pans 
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AVAILABLE AT QUALITY HARDWARE AND ELECTRICAL STORES EVERYWHERE 





The Revolutionary Dreslo Steam Iron 


It steam irons... dry irons ... presses in one-half 
the usual time. Is light in weight... perfectly balanced. 
No valves to regulate ... no gadgets required. Steams 
up to 1% hours on a filling of ordinary tap water. 
Irons backwards or forward with equal ease. Fingertip 
temperature selector maintains even heat. Soleplate 
heat indicator prevents scorching. Give a Presto 
Vapor-Steam Iron for Mother’s day. 


rehte: 






Dreslo Cookers for Safe, Thrifty Cooking 


Presto cooking gives more nourishing, more 
appetizing meals . . . saves money and cooking time. 
And Presto cookers retain all the natural health- 
giving vitamins, minerals and food flavors—prevent 
evaporation, reduce food shrinkage. No finer Mother's 
Day gift than one or a set of Presto cookers. 
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bright notions that somehow got lost 
in the shuffle for modernity and equality. 

Primary rule of polite conversation 
in those horse-hair and antimacassar 
drawing-rooms, we learned the other 


day, was to avoid three taboo subjects 
household help, children, and_ail- 

ments. 

Ladies in Disrepute Fi 


In that traflic of memos and fota- 
tions which are green - lighted daily 
across an editor’s desk, we were 
prised to come upon a stern item from 
Top Management at our place. 

“In all papers and correspondence,” 


sur- 


it read, “use the word ‘women’ not 
‘ladies.’ The former is much more 
dignified—the latter has fallen into 
disrepute.” 


We were saved the embarrassment of 
an indignant reply, to the effect that 
we had not used the word ladies for 
forty years, more or 
discovered that the directive had been 
reprinted for our entertainment from a 
regulation sent to editors of earlier days. 
Forty years ago, to be exact. 


less, when we 


Color Conspiracy 

If you haven't seen anything around 
like our glamorous hostess dress on the 
cover, it’s because Chatelaine’s Fashion 
Editor conspired with Canadian designer 
Elizabeth Koby to create it for the 
occasion. When they had finished, 
manufacturer Francis Kay incorporated 
it in his summer line, which you will be 
seeing around. Our version is in cotton 
sateen, and the big sleeve of this type 
is just edging into new fashions as a 
forerunner of next year’s styles. 


To Keep Warm? 

Accustomed as we are to the new 
impetus in all the arts these days, across 
this land, it’s a little startling to discover 
that every time we turn around people 
are talking ballet. Specifically, Cana- 
dian ballet. More specifically, the fourth 
annual Canadian Ballet Festival which 
brings together thirteen companies orig- 
inating in Canadian centres from Halifax 
to Vancouver, at Toronto’s Royal Alex- 
andra Theatre the week of May 5. 





“Strenuous dancing, like ballet and 
reels and rhythm types, comes naturally 
to all northern peoples,” explained one 
of the balletomanes who seem to carpet 
the place these days. ‘That goes for 
Russians and Scandinavians and the 
British. Southern races operate in the 
languorous stuff.” 

Although we still cling largely to 
traditional patterns in ballet, which 
seems a shame in such a bright new 
world as ours, there will be some inter- 


esting original stuff in the festival, 


including such items as “‘Suite” directed 
by Janet Baldwin Volkoff of Toronto. 
Pictured here in the modern manner are 
Shirley Stevenson, top, David Toquiri 
and Naida Chrysler. 

We asked a Haligonian passing 
through the Centre how come the east 
coast city had raised $10,000 to send 
two troupes to the Festival. 

“Town’s full of zealots,” he reported, 
brightly, “sparked by an amazing medi- 
cal man, Dr. Merit, who has everybody 
either dancing or doing for those who 
are vf 


Debut 
The Miracle of Donny Morton (Page 
8) is undoubtedly one of the finest 


stories that has ever come the way of 
any editors. And we doubt if any writer 
could have given a more sympathetic, 
understanding and sensitive account of 
this courageous pilgrimage of a prairie 
farmer than Alma Edwards Smith has 
done. 





Yet this is her first magazine article. 
She is, as you can see by the photograph, 
a beautiful mother of three beautiful 
children — Sylvia (7), Valerie (4) and 
Rhonda (nine months). Her husband 
is a Professor of English at the Uni- 
versity of Saskatchewan and his wife 
has, he tells us in a postscript to her 
modest reply when asked for personal 
data, a fine voice, an enviable flair for 
cooking, and a spectacular head of red 
hair. 

We would add that Mrs. Smith is also 
the possessor of a perceptive spirit and 
a gifted writer’s touch, both of which 
she also applies in her radio writing. 


Fortifier 


Our Dr. Robertson (Child Health 
Clinic, Page 91) dropped over to Chate- 
laine Centre the other day from the 
wonderful new Hospital for Sick Chil- 
dren, where much of her important 
research work on babies and under 
fifteens is done. We were talking diet, 
and the doctor (a nutrition specialist, 
as well as a pediatrician) passed along 
a useful suggestion for keeping steam 
up during the morning hours without 
resorting to snacks. Eat a wedge of 
cheese with your toast, and the energy 
radiates through you right until the 
noontime whistle .. . 

Skim milk cheese, by the way, is a 
good coffee and cracker mate for the 
weight watchers. And if your budget 
won't stretch to avocados and olives 
these days, remind your guests that both 
are as fattening as butter pats... 


Woman's Privilege 

At the sedate University Club of 
Toronto, the long established strictly 
male luncheon quarters are fitted with 
order pads and rubberless pencils. In 
the ladies’ lounge, however, pencils with 
erasers — those handy props to the this- 
way that-way, fiddle-faddle minded sex 
—are provided. 
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Serve what 
guests enjoy 
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Hospitality can be so easy 
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